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To the Right Honourable 1 


CHARLES 
Earl of MIDDLESEX), Ec. 


One of the Lo RDS CoMMISSTON RRS of 
His Majeſty's Treaſury, and Knight of 
the Shire for the County of Suſſex. 


5 | | * 


My LoRp, 
HE PRNO DIG AL, which 
A IS derives its: Origin from the 
omann Captain of Shad- 
well, with ſuch Alterations, as, 1 
„ flatter 


"DEDICATION. 
flatter myſelf, have improv'd the 
Play, is moſt humbly dedicated to 
Your LoORDSH1P, and begs Your 
Protection. I confeſs, my being 
intirely unknown to You, is a Cir- 
cumſtance that ſtands. in Need of 
all the Candour you inherit from 
your Illuſtrious Progenitors: But 
where, alas! can the Muſes fly for 
Protection, when Wit and Learn: 
ing are ſo apparently in their De- 
cline, and when Farce and Faction 
have ſo generally engag'd the At- 
tention of the Publick, unleſs to 
a Nobleman deſcended from the 
fineſt Writer in our own Language, 
and the greateſt Macenas of the 
Age he livid in; and One, who, 
like Your LoRDSH 1P, has ſo 
ene greatly 


„ Www MA n 
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DE DICAT ION. 
greatly diſtinguiſh'd your own Taſte 
of the Politer Arts, and fo gene- 
roully ſopported them! 


My Losp, I beg Leave further 
to add, that Mr. Shadwell, from 
1 whom this Piece is alter'd, was long 
l 
1 


honour'd with the Great Earl of 

DoRsET's Favour, was ſecurely 
| ſhelter'd under His Protection, 
and infinitely more valued His 
Approbation, than the loud Ap- 
plauſes of a Theatre: And, had 
he livd to this Day to have pro- 
x duced any new Piece, or alter d 
any of his former Plays, he wou'd, 
de moſt certainly, have pleaded an 
Hereditary Claim to Your Lok p- 
SH1P's Patronage. 
V My 


My LoRD, permit 'me then, 
on Revival of his Pretenſions, to 


implore Your. Protection and For- 
giveneſs, and to Declare myſelf, 


My LORD, 


Your Lordſhip's . 


f dutiful, 
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and moſt obedient 


4 


humble $ ervant, 


THOMAS Opgth 
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E R O L O 9 E. 


| Spoken by Mr. CI B B E R. 


1 N Ages paſt, &er Faſhion led aſtray, 
A Poet wou*d put Senſe into bis Play: | 
With Wit uou'd point, with Humour edge bis Satire, 
And oft made bold Eſſays to copy Nature; 
Good moral Strokes, they found, ftill make their Way, 
In ſpite of all the Criticks &er cou'd ſay, 
Nor check*d their tou ring Force, nor dim'd that Wit 
They with Profuſion dealt through all they writ. 
A Laureat Great Shadwell thus became, 
Aud thus a darling Wit then ſung his Name, 
« Shadwell's unf niſd d Works do yet impart 
e Great Proofs of Force of Nature, none of Art; 
« He ſcorn'd to varniſh his good Touches er, 
« To make the Fools and Women praiſe him more.”* 
And yet, what be, ſecure of Fame, might ſcorn, 
(As ſetting well, doth fineſt Gems adorn) N 
Our Bard To-night, but with a trembling Heart, 
One Play has ventur'd to reduce to Art; 
New plant the Fable, and the Plot reſin d, 
Whence firikes the inſtruive Moral to the Mind, 
Sirs, as the Woman-Captain heretofore, 
Has, with Applauſe, been acted o'er and ver, 
For this, our Prodigal thence ta'en, we pray 
Your kind Indulgence, as old Shadwell's Play ; 
His Wit ſtill ſtands in Force, bis Humour free, 
And thence our Bard moſt humbly begs, by me, 
That you'll not damn him now for Regularity. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONE. 
8 | 4 


MEN. 


Sir Anthony Wildwit an p extrovagen TR OS 
luxurious Knight, 8 Ir. Mills. 1% 


Gayly, 7 ; Mr. Naylor. by, 
Freeman, : bis two Friends, Mr. Mozeen. 
Scrape, a miſerable Wretch, jealous of 7 Nn 

his Wife, J f Nr. Paget. 
Timothy, bis Servant, Mr. Hacket. 
Sir Toby Riot, a debauch'd Knight, Mr. Bernard. 
Blatter. J ves Bullies, Bis Followers, J Ir eth. 
Sir Nicholas Spottey, a ſneaking Culley, Mr, Cibber. 0 
Steward to Sir Anthony, | Mr. Furnival. 
Fool, N | Miſs Charte. 

WOMEN. "i 

Mrs. Scrape, Wife to Scrape, Mrs. Mills. J 
Harriot, Miſtreſs to Sir Anthony, Mrs, Chet wood. 
Iſabella, Miſtreſs io Sir Toby, Ms. George. 
Charlotte, Miſtreſs to Sir * Mrs. Freeman. 
Serjeant, ; Mars. Hill. 


Bawd, High-Conſtable, Conſtables, Watch, Servants 
Market-Women, Soldiers, Sc. 


SCENE, LONDON. TIME, One Day. 
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Recruits for the Queen of Hungary: 


Af 
SCENE, 4 PARLOUR. 


Preſent Sir Anthony Wildwit dreſſing, Steward and Fool, 
_ with a Number of old Servants. 


1 SERVANT. 


00d, your Worſhip! turn us not away! 1 
TERS lived with my old Maſter thirty Years and 
upwards. 

2 Serv. And IF 1 

Sir Ant. Yes, he loved an old-faſhioned, 
dock beäded, greafy Servingman, whoſe Cloaths were 
dy'd with Drippings of March Beer, and whoſe Beard 
ſtunk of Beef and Brewis, and his Breath like the Fume 
of an Alms-Tub. 


B 3 Serv. 
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2 be D RO DIG AI. 
3 Serv. We are all old, have lived a long time here. 
Sir Ant. The more Reaſon ye ſhould go now; you are 

purſy, lazy, clumſy Rogues; the Time my Father's Will 
required me to keep you is out. This is my happy Day 
of Four- and-twenty; and, for three Years paſt, my 
Eſtate was but an Incumbrance to me with ſuch Servants, 
but now I will be my own Maſter. | 

Stew. In Truth, your Worſhip has already maſter'd 
good Part of that Incumbrance, your Eſtate's not like to 
trouble you long. - RF 
Sir Ant. What's that you mutter, Raſcal? They ſhall 
all go ; I have provided a Set of French Fellows to ſerve 
me, they are fit for Service. 

Stew, For Slavery, I confeſs; they are born and bred 
to it; But it was never good Times fince Engliſh Fools 
were ſent abroad to learn to live at home, bred/Fops, and 
ſerv'd by French Poltrons. Al. 
Fool, J was in hopes that robbing, murdering, and 

burning of their Houſes, wou*d have cur'd them, [ Afide. 

Stew. No, they are too callous ; they*ve imbib'd too 
much French Vanity, nothing can convince them under a 
Cudgel; Reaſons and Examples are to no manner of 
Purpoſe: | 

Sir Ant. What's that you are prating about, hey! 
Dubois] give them forty Shillings a- piece, and ſend them 
packing. 1 | 

Servants. Good Sir, we beſeech your Worſhip —— 

Dub. Wait without! ; 

[l Exit all but Steward and Fool, Sir Anthony and 
Valet de Chambre. | 

Sir Ant. How now! why ſtays: the Fool? 

Fool. Becauſe he has more Wit than to go away. 

Sir Ant. Sirrah, be gone; I will not keep you. 

Fool, Some-body, I ſee, has uſed wicked Court-Policy 

to ſupplant me in my Employment. 

Sir Ant. I'Il keep no Fools, *tis out of Faſhion for 
great Men to keep Fools. | 
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Fool. Becauſe now- a- days they are their own Fools, and 
to fave Charges; but for all that, they delight in Fools, 
out of Livery. When do you ſee any of them favour a 


Wit? 


Sir. Ant, PII have none, *tis exploded even upon the 

Stage. "Wy 5 

8 22 But for all that, Shakeſpear*'s Fools had more 
Wit than any of the Wits and Criticks now-a-days. 
Well, if the Hiſtory of Fools were written, the whole 
Kingdom would not contain the Library; yet a vaſt 
Number of them have been in Print, and written their 
own Hiſtories. Bs 

Sir Ant. You are a fatirical Fool, and will give OZ 
fence. | 

Fool. Indeed this Age is not able to bear Satire; and 
yet *tis a very laughing, jeering Age; all Fools laugh at 
one another, and ſcarce any one is ſuch a Foo! but he hath 
a Sub-Fool that he can laugh at. | | 

Sir Ant. Be gone, Sirrah! PII have no fooling. 

Fool. Good Sir, I'll be a faſhionable Fool, learn to 
liſp, ſpeak French, wear a Bag, and be very affected. Ill 
be a well - bred Fool, a Flatterer, or a Pimp; if you 
pleaſe, you may turn away a Knave or a Chaplain for me. 

Sir Ant. Who waits there? Take away the Fool. —— 
[They thruſt him out.) Well, Steward, upon Condition 
you leave off your miſerable Advice, and follow my In- 
ſtructions, PH receive you again. a7 

Stetv. Since it muſt be fo, PII endeavour to obey you 
im all. 2 

Sir Ant. Put ſome Pulvilio in my Peruke; give me 
ſome Tuberoſe. You old Fool, reach me ſome Orange- 
water for my Handkerchief, How do you like this? 

Stew. 1 date not tell you. 

Sir Ant. Til give you leave... _ # | 

Stew. Methinks it is untnanly to keep ſuch a Stir about 
one's Body; I had rather be etnbalm'd like an Egyptian 
Mummy, once for all, and make no more trouble on't. 


| Wd ; B 2 | Sir Ant, 


3 W PRODIGAL :. 
Sir Aut. Thou doſt not conſider what a ſtinking Ani» I 
mal Man is, exceeding all Beaſts in ſtinking and would'ſt 

thou not have one 1 theſe natural ImperfeCtions ? I 

Stew. I would have your Worſhip waſh and ſhift every 
Day, and be cleanly, and ſerve Heaven, as my old 
Maſter did, and conſider a little 

Sir Ant. 'Yes, Fool, I do nothing but conſider how I 

may gratify all my Senſes; t they were not given me in 
Vain; no, all my Study is bent to find Variety of De- 
lights; and when my own too barren Fancy ſtops, Pll 
have a Council wittier than Nero's to invent new Pleas 
ſures. 


i 
Enter to them Gayly and Wilding. t 


Gayly. Good: morrow to my Lord of Land- Timber! 
Long may'ſt thou live and flouriſh in thy Pleaſures. This 
happier Day than That which made thee Maſter of * 
Acres, now makes thee Maſter of thyſelf. 

Fete. A thouſand Joys fall on 5 The Slavery en- 

dured under your wretched Father, and ſince from the 

Servants you have diſcarded, will make you reliſh the Li- 
you arrive at. 

Sir Ant. Yes, and I'll uſe it to the full, nor Land not 
Sea ſhall bound my Pleaſures. — Whatc'er the Globe * 
fords ſhall ſerve my Luxury. 

Cayly. Virtuouſly reſolved! | 

Free, Joy of my Heart! Go on. 

Stew: Excellent Counſellors, to confound the Reſidue 
of his Eſtate. [ Afede. 

Sir Ant. I married one young fond Fool, and broke 
| Whores already; now I keep a Miſtreſs ; 1 muſt have 

ores 


Stew. Yes, all the Pariſh, from Fifteen to Five-and- 
thirty. [ Afide. 
Sir Ant. You that were my Father's s good old Steward, 
and are my formal Coxcomb : I have taken a new Courſe, 
and fo muſt you: PI not be ſerv'd fo naſtily as the three 
Years paſt, and as my Father was; as if his Meat had 


been 


err 
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been dreſod at Pye-corner, his Mutton boil'd with a Sprig 
of Roſemary and Oatmeal Pottage. 

Free. Or roaſted, as if preſerib'd, for the Foul 
Diſeaſe. 

Gayly. And wither*d Sallets, Crab-apples, Sweetings, 
and Horſe-plumbs; then for Confections, a few Carra- 
ways in a ſmall Saucer; and for Piekles, three or four 
monſtrous Olives, and a Spoonful of damnable ſharp 
Capers. 

Few. Theſe Things my good old Maſter was pleas'd 
with, or he had not left my preſent Maſter fo rich. | 
Sir Ant, He did well, and I will revel now with what 
is left, Choak not me with your Providence, with a Pox 

to you 

Gayly. Wou'd you feed your Maſter like a Country 
'Squire of Three Hundred : Year, that has no Guſto ? 

Free. Or like a ravenous Lawyer in Ram-Alley? Or 
your famiſh*d Attorneys breaking their Faſt in . 
Lane the firſt Day of Term? 

Stew. Be please to inſtruct me, and I ſhall obey. | 

Sir Ant. My chief Cook has a Book drawn up by theſe 
Gentlemen and myſelf. Read, and be learned —— there 
you will find what js in Seaſon Kill, The youngeſt 
Meat always moſt nouriſhing. — The new-fall'n. Lamb, 
the tender Kid, and young fat Pigs, Veals fed with 
Milk, White-bread, and new-laid Eggs; with young fat 
Beefs, and ſmalleſt F oreſt · Mutton; fat Bucks for Sum- 
mer; barren Does for Winter. 


Free. Fawns out of their Dams Bellies ripe; gelt 


Goats, bruiſed Veniſon, . ſucking Rabbets, erets, 
Dowcets, Whitahaws, Velvet er Ears, Shoulders 
of Veniſon in the Kell with Blood. 

Gayly, Turkeys, Pea-Hens, Pullets, Capons, Ducks, 
Ducklings, Geeſe, Squab Pigeons, Chickens, Swans, 
and Barn-door Hens - — with clufter'd Eggs that are pro- 
vocative. = 

Sir Ant. The young plump Partridge, with the tender 
Powt; the Pheaſant and the Quail, the Rail and Plover, 
roaſted with the Blood in em. |} a. 
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Free. The mounting Lark, the Meſſenger of Day ] 
the long · bill'd 1 Winter brings in Miſts has 
Snipe, Duck, Teal, the Curlew and the Wild-Gooeſe; 
the Brant-good, the Solon Gooſe, the Puffin. | 
Gayly. Young Rooks and new-hatch'd Martins; the 
Black-bird, Felfare, Thruſh, and Wheat-Ear; which far | 
excels the Roman Becafica.” | | 
Sir Ant. Lincoluſhire Fowl, that's fatted with ſweet | 
Curds, as Pewits, - Dottrils, Gulls, Knats, Ruffs and | 
Reeves; all theſe you muſt provide. p : 
Stew. All this ſhall be done, and. your Worſhip uns 
done. | EN 
Sir Ant. And then for Fiſh, what the vaſt Seas af. 
ford, Ponds, immenſe Lakes, and Rivers too: Bre 
Mullet, Turbet, Smelts, Place, Scate, Cod, Whitingy 
and the old organ Ling with gold Flakes; with heighten» 
ing Sturgeon to ſtir up the Blood ; provoking Oyſters, 
and the luſty Lobſter ; Crabs, Shrimps, Crawfiſh, Pot- 
tage; Cockles, and diſſolved Pearl, and Amber in my 
„ | | 
Free. The luſcious Eel, the Trout, Char, Tench, cal- 
ver'd Salmon; and, from the Ponds, overgrown Pikes, 
Carps, Breams, Torcells; with German Fiſh as fat as 
Bucks in Auguſt. | | 
Sir Ant. And, when I'd cocker up myſelf, Lambſtones, 
Bucks, Dowcets, Sparrows, Brains, the Spawn of Fiſh, 
Flakes of butter'd Eggs with Ambergreaſe. And, when 
my Taſte grows wanton, I'll feed on Muſhrooms and 
Frogs, and large /talian-Snails. bs 
Step. I ſhou'd have taken ſome of theſe hard Words 
for conjuring; but why muſt your Worſhip have French 
Cooks? Methinks our Cook-maid, with good Store of 
Parſly and Butter, will out-do the beſt of em; and for 
Cleanlineſs there's no Compariſon. TN | 
ö All, Hah! ha, ha, ha ! Cleanlineſs, You Sot |! 
Stew. It's a fundamental Article in Cookery, I'm ſures 
but France has this left for Univerſal, Monarchy, ſhould 


her Arms fail, her; for, beſides having a Spy in, — 
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Houſe, ſhe can poiſon all her Enemies in a Day, thank 

her Folly —— _ 

Sir Ant. Away, you Coxcomb ; be it your Care like- 

wiſe to keep my Cellars always full, as now. 

Stew. My old Maſter's Merchant has now a choice 

Parcel of Langoon and Bourdeaux. # 
Sir Ant. Porters and Carriers ſhall drink that: I'll 

have Vin d Aye, High-country Wine, Frontiniac ; all the 

delicious Wine of Italy and Spain; the richer b e of 
Greece and Sicily. 

Gayly. And Celery, Champaigne, and Burgundy; with 

Vin de Beaune, Vin Celeſtine, and Hermitage; and all the 

Wines upon the fruitful Rhine. 

Sir Ant, When I debauch, the Yeoman of my Wine- 
cellar, ſhall, dreſt like Bacchus, ſqueeze his twined Wreaths 
of Grapes upon us — And we have Floods of this 
tick Juice. But, do you hear, Steward, I muſt have 
hores in Abundance; ſee you provide A World of 
Strumpets. 

Stew. Does not your Worſhip miſtake me? I am your. 
Steward. 

Sir Ant, Yes, to provide all Things neceſſary; and are 
any Things ſo neceſſary as Whores? I fay, let us have 
Whores innumerable; and let it be your ſpecial Care 
that every Gentleman, that comes within theſe Walls, 
may have his Chere entiere. 

Stew. Your Worſhip has a Miſtreſs, I dare not call 
her Whore. . [ Aſide, 
Sir Ant. I keep one high W it is the Faſhion; but, 
for my Uſe, I'Il have as many Whores as mortal Man 
can turn himſelf to. 

Free. Live, live! my noble Knight and be immortal 
Gayly. Puſh Nice s on, my Friend, and live a- 
Stew. He'll ſoon be at his Journey's End, and the 
chief Material for all this Profulion is wanting, ready 
Money. 
Sir. Ant. Is it ſo? Go to Gripe chen, my fooliſh 
Kinſman the Uſurer, that is ſuch an Aſs to deny all his 
B 4 Senſes _ 
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Ss T PRODIGALT: 
Senſes and live miſerable to die rich: Take up ten 
thouſand Pound, and let him have a Mortgage | [ 


cut down ſome Timber to redeem my Dirt, 

[Exit Stew 
'_ Gayly. This damn'd Uſurer has a pretty Wife, I ve 
a deviliſh Mind to her; but ſhe is kept ſo cloſe, tho? I 
have gone to borrow Money when I had no Need ot t, 
I could not get Acceſs to her. The Rogue ſuſpects * 
Male, from a Prince to a Kitchen Boy. 

Sir Ant. She's ſo pretty, on my Conſcience, none 
would refuſe her; I have ſet Snares for her but ſhe is 
not to be ſeen, only out of a Window which is no 
bigger than the Hole of a Pillory. 

Fee. He locks her up and always carries the Key 
about him. 

Sir Ant. Nay, at Night he ſews his Shirt and her Shift 

i . 1 that's a horn-preventing Deſign. 


Enter a Footman. 


Foot. And pleaſe your Worſhip, yonder is a reverend 
fat old Gentlewoman deſires to be admitted. 


Sir Ant. Bring her in, a Bawd, I warrant you! 


D Enter Bawd. 
Oh, honeſt Bawd! How doſt do? 


Bawd. Do! Fm. even. worn out in your Worſhip's 
Service; I have gotten a Hoarſeneſs will never leave me, 
with riſing a Nights, to let in your Worſhip and your 
unſeaſonable Company to fave my Windows: I cannot 
live long, 


Sir Ant. Thou wilt die nobly then, in the Service. of 
thy Country. 

Bawa. Nay, thank my Stars, my Diligence cannot be 
objected to; I have been very uſeful in my Calling, 0 
ſer ve the Neceſſities of young Gentlemen. 


Foot. Oh horrid! W hat a deſpicable Thing is a Baud! 
Filthy Creatures. 


rd, 


„ a a «= ws 


* Free. 


P EE 43 
Free. They are ſomething filthy, 
ceſſary. 


but very ne- 


Gayly. Poor Bawds art carted, while great Men's 


Pimps are Company for Lords 

Baud. I have no leſs than three Maiden-heads upon 
my Hands; I have agreed with their Mothers, who truly 
are careful, honeſt Parents, and love) to provide for their 
Children, with a motherly Aﬀection. I ſhall bave them 
cheap, conſidering the Scarcity of em in this Town. I 
thought fit to give your Worſhip Notice. If you have 
Uſe tor ohe of *em 

Sir Ant. For . PlI have them all. I'll ſpa 
Money, let me have them To-morrow, or to iht! ; 
for fear they ſhou*dn't keep. 

Baud. I cannot have them till To-morrow, I fear. 

Gayly. If ſfo—— then let us have a Bevy of Whores 
for a ak Ball, for we intend to be luxurious to Night. 

Bawd. It ſhall be done ; but I am almoſt faint with 
running up and down, and taking Paing— _ 

Sir Ant. Let her be taken in and rubb'd and cawdel'd 
as the good Folks are, let the Bawd have Sack enough. 

Foot. It ſhall be done: Yonder are Milliners, Pe- 
rukue- makers, Perfumers, and Tradeſmen of all Sorts, 
waiting without. 

Sir Ant. Let the Steward an Valet-de-Chamber diſ- 
patch em, I hate Buſineſs; now let us revel, this Day 
| dedicate to all my Senſes; I'll feaſt em all after we 


have dined, with all the Luxury Wit can invent, with 


choiſeſt Muſick and the beſt of Women 
Gayly. Whores, you mean. 


Free. Ay, ay, what Uſe can we make or honeſt 


Women ? 

Gayly. None, they are Drones in a Hive | 

Sir Ant. Whores I do mean; with) whom, after we 
aave dam'd and toy'd, Ill have my Baths prepar'd 
full of moſt fragrant Scents, where we will play and 
wanton with our Concubines; there well lie ſoaking till 


ve be refreſh'd, then we'll come out, be rubb'd, and 
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be anointed with pretious Oils and Eſſences, and chen 
we'll roll on Beds of Orange- flowers. g 
Gayly. How I diſſolve at the Deſcription! 
Free, I'm all in Extaſy already | | 
Enter Charlotte, Harriot, and Iſabella. 


Sir Ant. Oh, here's my Miſtreſs. | g 
Omnes. We come to wiſh you os dear Sir, of this 


happy Day. + 
Str Ant. Ye bring it with you! 8 ſalute theſe 
fair Ladies. [They ſalute them, 


Gayly. Are theſe Friends of your Miſtreſs, Whores? 
Free. If they be, as it's a hundred to one they are, 
they are glorious ones! 

Sir Ant. Fie, fie, Whores ! that s a naughty Word. 
They are Ladies: There are no Whores but ſuch as are 
poor and beat Hemp, and whip'd by Rogues in blue 
Coats. 

Gayly. I like the Magiſtrates who ſhall commit Adul. 

tery themſelves, and whip poor Wenches for ſimple For- 
nication. 

. Free, There's no Law to whip, but that of Vagrants, 
and when a poor Wench has labour'd in her Calling for 
ſeven Years, in the ſame Pariſh, to be whip'd for a Va- 
grant 1s very hard. 

_  Gayly, Some old Fellows love it themſelves, * think 
the Wenches do fo too, perhaps. 

Lab. You are the Pattern of all Knights, you keep 
your Miſtreſs io fine; I'll ſwear *tis very commendable. 

Char. Oh, tis admirable! All the Town'admires you; 
you win the Hearts of all the Ladies by it, I vow. 

Sir Ant. No! we muſt all yield to your Friend: Sir 

 Nizy Ninny ; he is the moſt liberal, and moſt obſequious 

Keeper, be ſtarves his Wife and Children for you. 

Har. I muſt confeſs he does pretty well | 

Sir Ant, Why did you not bring him hither? | 

Har. 1 ſhould be milling enough, but, if I uſe him 


to it, he Il be always going in my Coach with me; no! 
that muſt not be. ; Lab. 


— 


| 


= þ 
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ab, She has a rare Hand over bim; if I could go- 


vern my Gallant fo, I were a Princeſs. 

Char; I deſire not to govern, my Dear; if I have but 
thy Love, Child, I wiſh for nothi elſe. 

Sir Aut. No more! no more. Call in my - Muſick, 
and let them play Come in. [They Enter. | Now let 
us retire and take the Pleaſure of our 5 ns Muſick, 
follow us. Exit omnes. 


Enter Footman, Scrape, and Timothy. 


Foot. Sir, pleaſe to fit, I'll ſend the Steward to you 
immediately. Exit Foatman. 

Scrape. Come, Timothy, as thou art a new Servant, 
and may*ſt ſee ſome extravagant Doings in this Houſe, 
I'll inſtruct thee a little, thou ſeeſt my whole Deſign is 
to — rich. 3 : 

im. Yes, and to keep your Servan e. 

Scrape. And, to that End, I den = ok baſe 
unruly Senſes under, for if any one Senſe gets "the! better 
of a Man, hell ne'er be rich. 
| Tim. I am ſure I have not plead one of mine ſince 

came. 

Scrape. That's well; as we return, thou ſhalt buy three 
Ribs of Mutton, and boil in a Pipkin for our Dinners; 
buy me a lean Breaſt—— lean Meat is wholſomeſt. 
b If 1 could light of a Sheep that dy'd in a 

itch, —— 

Scrape. Ay, that ſhould be cheap— beſides, I like 2 
natural Death better than killing. To-morrow is Holy- 
day, I will have four Ribs and ſome Cabbage. 

Tim. This is Feaſting! But our ordinary Diet of Oat» 
meal and Water. 

Scrape. *Tis very wholſome and cleanſing 

Tim. Tis Scotch- Diet, good enough for mangy Hounds, 
What Sauce will you have for your Muttan ? - 

Scrape. A Pox on Sauce! It ſpoils the natural Ap- 
petite; yet ſome Onion or Garlick you may 


get. 1 
have ſome right Firkin- butter and Suffl-Chee in. the 
Houſe ; they go far Tim. 
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Dim. Sir, I have a great Inclination to a Sheep's-head, 
may I not get one? tis cheap—— 
Scrape. Not ſo cheap, yet next Holy-day I'll buy one 
for my Family; but Ox-livers are moſt nouriſhing, 
Tim. He cannot be content to rob and opprefs Men 
by his Extortion, but he muſt rob Dogs of their Diet. 
[4/ide.] You have Lambs of your own, if it pleafe 
your Worſhip. 4 LD 

Scrape. It does not pleaſe my Worſhip ; ſure you have 
lived with ſome Epicure; no, I'll fell them to luxurious 
Fools that will die Beggars. k 

Tim. I hear Sir Anthony Wildwit intends to ſend you a 
fat Buck. | 

Scrape. T'll fell it then, *twill coſt more the Dreſſing 
than it is worth —— We kill ourſelves in England with 
filthy Pampering. | 

Tim. I can go a Fowling for your Worſhip, with my 
Piece, and get Wild-fowl. 

Scrape. But, by my Troth, your Worſhip ſhall not; 
you will ſpend more in Powder and Shot than your Bo- 
dy's worth ; beſides, a Water-ſpaniel, with his ravenous 
Gut, will eat me out of Houſe and home : Wild-fowl! 
They are fit for a Lucullus, or an Apicius, © 

Tim. Sir, we can ſteal Coneys if you pleaſc 

Scrape, No, Sir! no, Sir! I mutt find you Butter. 
What damn'd luxurious Fellow haſt thou liv'd with ? _ 

Tim. Sir, I beſeech you, let me have ſome Wheat- 
bread, I have gotten the Gripes; nay, the Liac Paſſio, 
with Rye and Barley. l ia 

Scrape. Peace, Fool! I am not fo prodigal, thank 


Heaven. b 
Tim. Muſt we never have any Wine or ſtrong Beer? — 
FScrape. Why, you impudent Fellow, would you have 
us die of Fevers? To drink Wine ſhall be Treaſon, and 
ſtrong Beer, Felony, without Benefit of Clergy: I have 
wholfome, clear ſmall Beer; ſo very clear, and fo fine 
that the Malt is hardly taſted in it The Patriarchs 

drank nothing but Water. 1 
f n. 
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Tim. That I deny, ask Lot elſe! 


Enter Steward. 


Scrape. I heard you had been at my Houſe, and, 
gots. Buſineſs this Way, I call'd in to know your Com- 
mands. 

Stew. My Commands! No, Sir, my Maſter's Com- 
mands, I — obey, with great Reluctance, ſuch Com- 
ma 

Serape. What can his Worſhip honour me withal? 

Stew. The old Complaint, only to borrow another 
ten thouſand Pound on a Mortgage. 

Scrape. Look ye, Timothy, this is an Aſs that will 
pleaſe all his Senſes, ſee what comes on't ; he's. oblig*d 
to borrow Money! Oh damn'd Senſes! [Af de to Tim. 
Well, Mr. Steward, the Money, the ten thouſan 
Pound is ready, Sir Ambony ſhall have it To-day, if 
he pleaſes. | 

Kew. The ſooner the better, we ſhall ſoon have Oc- 
caſion to trouble you for more, I doubt, as Sir Anthony 

on. 

Scrape. See, what becomes of cheſe fooliſh Senſe- pleaſers, 

miferable Fools! I pity em; I'll not — one 
of mine, not I. Well, Pl! go and get the Money, and 
you'll get the Mortgage ready for the Knight to Seal. 

Your Servant. [ Exeunt Scrape and Tim. 
Stew. I will, Sir; your Servant: Well! thy Avarice 
is more ridiculous than my Maſter's en N 


To hoard the Wealth was deſtin'd for one* s Uſe, 

Is much more than to ſpend it, an Abuſe; . 

Who makes the Means the End, but cheats himſelf, 
And proves a Pagan to his Idol Pelf: 

Shun all Extreams, and honeſtly employ 5 
The Means to ſerve their * and taſte gf ev '"y Joy 


* 


ACT 
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een 


SCENE, at 100 Anthony's. 


Sir Anthony, Gayly, Freeman, Harriot, Charlotte, 
Ifabella. Servants waiting after Dinner. 


Sir ant. Mus. CK, be ready PII cn my 

Birth-Day to all my Senſes: He's a har- 
row-hearted Aſs that pleaſes one at once; Pl! pleaſe as 
many as I can together. 

Gayly. *Tis ingenuous Luxury!) 1 

Sir Ant. T hate a mere Glutton, a mere Drunkard, or 
a mere Wencher ; they are as bad as, mere Scholars, or 
mere Lawyers, good for nothing elſe; there's not a Vir- 
tue or Vice I'Il leave untry'd for Pleaſure or for Cu- 
rioſit 
ry There ſpoke a Cherub; fill up the Bowl then, 
fill it high; fill all the Glaſſes up ; here's our noble Friend 
Sir Anthony s Health. 

Gayly. Give me a Brimmer to celebrate his Birth- 
Ladies, there's no *ſcaping this Health. Men TR 
and Cats- guts, ſtrike up. 

Sir Ant, Strike up! Dye hear, Raſcals! Let me have 
ceſtlier Scents, and fume the Room; my Noſtrils are not 
pleas'd enough. 

Gayly. Are all ready? A thouſand Years to you, 

Free. And all the while the Joys of * Youth and 
Beauty with you. 

Har. The ann. Health, my Dear. 

1115 Muſick ftrikes up. 


Enter Scrape, Steward, and Timothy. 


N. Sir, Mr. Scrape has drawn the Bills for the 
Money 


— 
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Money which are accepted, and he is come to have you 
Sign and Seal 

Sir Ant. Kick that old Fool out, is he come to inter- 
rupt my Pleaſure with damn'd confounded Buſineſs? which 
always muſt, with me, give way go my Delight. 

Stew. How this muſt rejoice my old Maſter” s Ghoſt, 
cou'd he but fee it! 

Scrape. Good, how faſt his Worſhip”: s Land melts into 
my Coffers! theſe are fooliſh Senſe-pleafers, 


Sir Ant. I wiſh you had come ſooner, and din'd with - 


us, Mr. Scrape. 

Scrape. Sir, I thank you, but I eat no luxurious Meats; 
I love no Surfeits. 

Gayly. Give him a Beer Glaſs to Sir Antbony s Health. 

Scrahe. I have renounced Wine, I do not care for 
Fevers, nor will J pleaſe one Senſe J have. 
- Char. Out on him, filthy Fellow! will he not pleaſe 
his Senſes ? 

Gayly. Methinks a Fever ſhould be a very pleaſant 
Diſeaſe for an old Man: 
Tim, Are you mad, Sir, why 'twi * you nothing; 
at leaſt give me leave 2 ſnap a little Meat and Wine, if 
I find it ſtirring, 

Scrape. You Raſcal, will you diſgrace my Houſe- 
keeping? they'll think you are hunger-ſtarv'd. 

Tim. They'll not think much amiſs. 

Scrape. Peace, you damn'd Epicure! contain yourſelf, 


or I will maul your Pate for you; laugh at theſe Senſe- 


pleaſers; they*ll die in Ditches, Fool. 


Tim. Better die than live in Ditches, we live worſe — 


for Frogs have a better Life than we. 


Har. Let us not mind this Brute; but let your Servants 


dance their Entry you promiſed. 
Sir Ant. Let em begin. | 


/ Dance.] 
Does this pleaſe you? | [ To Scrape. 


 Scrape. 


% 
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Scrape. What is the Worth of any thing, but 10 much 

Ny as *twill bring? He was a brave Poet that wrote 
* 

Si Ant, But here are fine Ladies! Here's a Sight for I ! 

to and to enjoy thgm in Dalliance were Pleaſure in- 
nite. 

Scrape. A huge Trunk full of Bonds and Monis | 
and another * Coffer full of Money to roll and wan- | 
ton in; there's a Sight! there's Rapture for you! | 

Sir Ant. Yes, for Fools that make Money, The End of 
their Wiſhes, and not the Means to other Things. Come 
on, ſing the Song I love fo well. 

Scrape. Pox on Songs! give me the Jingling of 
a - Bags. 


wy T5 


. 


Whilſt ſeraphick Strains excite us, 
And alternate Paſfions move; 
Whilfs to toy the Fair invite us, 
And to ſofter Scenes of Love; 
Let's of Life make all we can, 
Pleaſures the chief End of Man. 


| Richeſt Wines ſupply their Fuices, 
(Fools may hug their uſeleſs Store) 
Bleſſings prove ſuch by their Uſes, 
Vain are Riches elſe, and Pow'r. 
Let's of Life make all we can, 


 Pheaſure's the chief End of Man. 


Har. Very fine, I vow! _ 
Char. Upon my Word it's delicate ! 
1/ab. Well, Sir Anthony's a ſweet Man. 
Sir Ant. How do you like this, Mr. Scrape? 
Scrape. Tis abominable, profane, fcandalous and ſcurvy. 
Sir Ant. I'll ftrive to 755 you, you ſhall hear an 
Ttalian Eunuch. 
| Scrape. 


. 
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Hog his Gamut, when he comes into my Ground. 
Sir Ant. What think you of a broken Concert of Vio- 


lins and Theorbo's, Joined with Halian Voices? PII have 
this for you. * 


0 


Scrape, I had rather heaf a broken Concert in my Hog- 


yard, my Boars and Sows grunt out harmonious Baſes, 
my younger Hogs their brisker Counter-renors, and m 
ſweet voic'd Pigs ſqueak out melodious Trebles, ' 7 


Sir Ant. What think you of a Concert of Cathedral 


Voices? 


Scrape. I had rather hear feet Frogs chaunt out their 


Anthems againſt Rain, join'd with the ſolemn Voices of 


old Toads; and, for more ſprightly Muſick, Screech- 


Owls and Cats, their Concert when run mad in Love; 
with the harmonious Braying of ſome Aſſes; join'd to 
theſe a Paper-mill for an Organ, with Silverſmiths, Pew- 
terers, and Trunk-makers ; and Tinkers playing thorough 


Baſes on huge "Coppers. Tell me not of Muſick; diſ- 


patch my Buſineſs, | 
Sir Ant. Come, I'll withdraw, and Sign, and Seal. 
Har. Ladies, III wait on you inſtantly. 
[ Exeunt all but Charlotte, Iſabella, Gayly, and 
Freeman. | n 
Gayly. Survey my Youth, and recollect your Charms, 


and then judge whether it is poſſible to avoid making 
Love to you, 


9 


Char. Its all to no manner of Purpoſe, Sir, whilſt I am 
engag' d to Sir Nicholas Spottey; for I would not be falſe 
to him for the whole World, I ſwear. wi 

Cayly. Tis impoſſible you ſhould be true to him; you 


cannot love him, he is ſo ugly and fooliſh. 
Car. Oh! but he is good-natur d, and admires me 


only. You that call yourſelves witty Men, have ſome 


Love indeed, hot in the Onſet, and as ſwift in the Re- 


treat. 
C Free. 
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Scrape. I had as lief heat a Greyhound with Trillo's 
and long Graces ſing a Love - ſong to the Moon: But 
much rather hear my Maſtiff teaching my Neighbour's 
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ſo much out of Faſhion. 


the Town. But ſee, he comes. 
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Fes. True to a Keeper ! ſure, you will not be a Thing 


\ 


Jab. Oh Lud! I cou'd not be falſe to Sir Toby Riot 
for all this earthly Good; tis a Shame Women 
be falſe to their Intrigues, as ſome are; I wonder 
their ann What do they think will become of 

m 
Free. Love heartily, as 1 * and twill take away that 
Scruple, let me tell you. You have ſtruck me to the 
Heart, and I wonder you can have the Conſcience not 
to pity me. 0 

Lab. You are pleas'd to ſay io. 

Free. Will you hear me ſwear bloodily ? by ol 7 

Jab. Hold, hold! Have you no Religion in _ 


Lard, how I tremble for fear of an Oath! 


Gayly. 'Tis true, he pays for. your Body, but "tis not 
fit he ſhou'd have your Mind. 

. Char. Shall i it ever be ſaid I am falſe to my Keeper 

SGayb. No, it ſhall not be told; nor if it was, ma 
your Keeper believe it, he's ſo conceited of himſelf. -- 

Char. We of our Profeſſion muſt be more careful of 
our Credit than Merchants and Bankers are; for if we 
break we ve no Statute to clear us. | 

Free. I ſhould love you at another rate than my Friend 
Riot ; I ſhould not leave you for Bottles and Bullies; I'm 
ſure you do not love him. abay 


Jab. No! why he's the prettieſt wild Gendleman 


Enter Sir Toby Riot, Bounce, and Bluſter. 
Sir Toby. The Devil take me, Bounce and Bluſter, i | 
we ben't very mad Fellow 


* Ouns! what Prig is yon talking to your Ne 
tur 


Bluſter. Shall I pluck out Poker and lay him on 
thick ? 


Sir Toby. No, he's my Friend, an honeſt Fellow, ans 
as mad as the beſt on's. Honeſt Freeman, how doſt mn 
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do? How doſt thou, Friend Gayly ? Gad! we have had 
a' rare Night ont: We have roar'd, and ſung, and 
ranted, kick'd all Males, kiſs'd all Fetnales, ſwinged 


and ſtormed Bawdy-houſes, and committed other Out- 
rages to the Confuſion of much People. 
1/ab. Oh fie, my Dear! why would'ſt thou venture thy 
Perſon, when thou know'ſt how I love thee? Get thee 
gone; thou art ſuch a wild Thing! «==— 

Sir Toby. Peace, Buttock, we have not been in Bed 
theſe four-and-twenty Hou, 


Let others ſoak all Night in Beds, &. we [Singing * 
Aal live Iut half del, Time, &. 


On my Conſcience and Soul, we broke fourſcore Pounds 
Worth of Windows! 


* 
Enter Sir Anthony, Harriot, and Steward. 
Sir Ant. Sir Toby Riot, your Servant. 


theſe my two Friends; they're pf good Families; their 
Names [preſenting them] Bounce and Blaſter. 

Sir Aut. Grew Names, indeed; but they'te ſomewhat 
negligent in their Dreſs, 

Sir Toby. That's all one, they? re brave as Lighting 

and kick the Bailiffs like Thunder 3 and faith, they'll 

ſcour and roar like Cannon; they are the beſt Company 
in the World, and are my Guard againſt Bajliffs, 

Sir Ant, They look dreadfully. 

Sir Toby. So they do; why each has kill'd his Man; 
and yet they ate ingenious as well as brave. Bounce ſhall 


on a Table. And Hluſter ſhall whoop, halloo, and hunt 
over a Bottle, with any in the Kingdom. 


men 


Conſtables and Watch, trounced Bailifs, broke Windows, 


Gayly. Is not this a pretty Gentleman to be in love 


Sir Toby. Sir Anthony, your Servant. Let me preſent - 


ſing a Catch, and play a thorough Baſe with his Fingers 


Both. You make us s bluſh, you compliment us ſo 
C 2 Sir Toby, 
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Sir Toby. They're modeſt, you ſee; but you ſhall hear 
them ſing whenever you pleaſe. +—— Oh, we are mad 
Fellows J Faith, we can be merry an we fer on't; we 
have roar*d and ſcour'd, and kept C Garden waking 
all laſt Night. 

Bounce. ,On * Conſcience , we beat chreeſoor 
People. 

. Toby. Ay, fourſcore! Men, Women and Children 
— -- Hah! was not that well? _ 

Sir Ant. O, very well! Hark you, Gentlemen, a 
Deſign comes into my Head of carrying this roaring 
Company, the Women and the F iddles to that Wretch 
Scrape s Houſe. 

Gch. An excellent Thought! "will fright him out 
of his. Wits, and perhaps . his Wife into the I 


2 Bounce. Whoſe Caravan is that the- other Prig alk 
with? 

Sir Toby. A Coxcomb's; one Sir Nicholas ee 

Bounce. Does yon Fellow manage her? 

Sir Toby. No, ſhe's kept, I tell you: Do you ay a 
Woman that is kept will lie with another? 

Har. We ſhall have charming Sport. 

Sir Ant. *Tis reſolved, Sir Toby, that all this Game 
pany, and my Fiddles, ſhall forthwith go to the Wretch 
Scrape's Houſe, and rant, and ſing, and dance, and roars 
and play Pranks there. 

Sir Toby. Hey Boys! hey! a moſt admirable Deſign. 
We'll tear the fate and roar, and make more Noiſe 
than a Sea-fight.. 

Sir Ant. Well ſaid, Sir Toby. D'ye hear, Steward! 


ſend all my Coaches to the Door, ſend a Collation and 


Wine to Scrape's, and ſee that all my Fiddles and Voices 
follow me thither. 


Sir Toby. And let us, my Fellows, break the Win- 


dows all the Way we go, kick every Male from a Link- 
boy to a Lord, u kiſs every Female from a Lady 
to the wide-mouth'd Jade that cries . ſwinge 

Bum- 


o 
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Bum-Bailiffs exceſſively, and commit filthy Out-rage to 


* Aſtoniſhment 15 wad Mobile. Come on. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 


Fd 


Scrape and Timothy. 


Scrape. Where have you been roguing, Sirrah, that 
you did not wait on me home? 
Tim, I ſaid to do a thing I am not us d to, to fill my 

Belly, enjoy my Friends, and be merry. 

Scrape. Oh, Devil! I think the Rogue ſtinks of ſtrong 
Beer, foh ! 

Tim, That's a Lye, 'tis Wine! Cry you Mercy, Sir, 
is that a Stink? Here's Sir Anthony's good Health. He's 
a noble Perſon, will you pledge me, Sir ? | 
2 Heaven and Earth! the impudent Rogue is 

run 

Tim. I have drank and victuall'd at Sir Anthony's for 
a Famine I am to endure here. I am hung round with 
am and ſtuff d full of Proviſion z will you eat a 

ullet ? | 

Scrape. Oh, impudent Villain ! bring Drunkenneſs into : 
my Houſe ! 

Tim. Ay, or elſe I ſhould neꝰer have found jt here. 

Scrape. Audacious Villain! thou ſtayeſt not in my 
Houſe ; I'll turn thee away preſently. 

Tim. The beſt News I have heard theſe ten Days. 

Scrape. Say*ſt thou ſo, Rogue? no, I'll "ce thee 
whipt Foundly and in the mean time I will beat thee. 
damnably, to tame thy damn'd unruly Senſes thou baſe, 
filchy Swine. - 

Tim. Here's twelve Go-downs more upon Reputation, "F 
to Sir Anthony's Health. | 

Scrape. I'll health you, Rogue! take that; I'll maul 
your — * 2 bim. 


C 3 Tim, 
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Notice, good Claret has taken away the Relation betwixt 


us, and I ſhall grow damnable paſſionate. 


Scrape. Ha! the Rogue may kill me in his Drink; 


and, for ought I know, rob me, which is worſe, 


Go, 


bid the Maid ſet on the Pipkin with the Black-pudding 


for your Miſtreſs and I. 


Tim. Pox on Pipkins! I have brought my Miſtreſs 
ſome cram'd Chickins, Vg pbalia Bacon, Neat's Tongues, 
and ſomething elſe in my Breeches; I have an Honour 
for my Miſtreſs, and ſhould be very ſorry to ſee her want, 

Scrape. Thy Back ſhall be mauPd for this To-morrow 
at Bridewell, Rogue, Dog, Son oPa Whore !—Timathy, 


* 


| Company. 


fell that Wine and Proviſion, and [II 
for thee 3 *twill come to a pretty Sum in a Year. 
Tim. I ſcorn Uſury; do 
you are? | | 
Scrape. As I am, Rogue 5 


put out the Money 
you think I'll be curs'd ax 


Tim. Good Words, I ſay; for I am in an IIl-humour, 
and ſhall be ſuddenly provok'd; but to ſhew I am in 
perfect Charity with you, here's to my Miſtreſs's good 


Health ! I honour her moſt immaculately. 


Scrape. Go, go out, and ſleep, and be ſober. 


Tim. Well, farewel ; I'll keep no ſuch baſe ſober 


[ Exit. 


+ F&crape. To-morrow ſhall thy Carcaſs. ſuffer, and thy 
Senſes be tam'd. Here, Mally, where art thou? Come, 


we will walk and take the Air 
thou may'ſt get thee a Stomach. 


Enter Mrs. Scrape, 


[unlocking the Door ] that 


Mrs. Scrape, *'T would be well J had Victuals to my 
Stomach 3 but muſt your Tyranny never have an end? 
Muſt I always be thus abridg'd of my Liberty? A 
cram'd Fowl has a better Time on't, for that's fed well; 
but J am coop'd up and ſtarv'd ; nay, have no Neceſſary 


that is fit for a young Woman. 


Scrape. 


rr 


* 
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Scrape. Come, Love, you have very good wholſome 
Food, tis fit a young Woman ſhou'd mortify. 


Mrs. Scrape. Even in Winter I am kept without Fire 


and Candle. Mg | 
Scrape. Tis to preſerve thy Life, my Love, Didſt 
thou ever ſee Cooks and Glaſs-men long-liv*'d ? Fire de- 
ſtroys the natural Heat; they live longeſt in cold Coun- 
tries; and to fave Fire, I intend to have my Meat roaſted 
by Burning-glaſſes ; * and, inſtead of Candles, I'll have 
Glow-worrms, rotten Wood, and Fiſh-bones. 
Mrs. Scrape. I have endured your cruel Tyranny 
_ long; but, above all, your Jealouſy is moſt pro- 
voking. TP | 1 
Scrape. *Tis nothing but my Love, my great Love: 
Doſt thou think I don't love my Money? Why, am I 
jealous of that? yet I lock it up as I do thee; I know 
what a Treaſure thou art. 8 
Mrs. Scrape. Give me leave to know my own Value 
too; I deſerve not to be us'd ſo; I will have the Liberty 
of a She- ſubject of England. | | 
Scrape. What o Pox ] the Liberty of cuckolding your 


Husband? for that it comes to; to receive Viſits, 


and meet damn'd reguy Whoremaſters, which they call 
Admirers, with a Pox to *em ! 1 

Mrs. Scrape. Thou deſerv'ſt to be us d ſo; when you 
are at home Pm never out of my Priſon, but in Preſence 


of my 4 1 and when you're abroad, l'm fed at a 


Grate like the Lions in the Tower (if 1 may call it feed- 
ing) but, in ſhort, Pl! endure your Avarice and Cruelty 
no longer. "; | 
Scrape. I fave, to make thee a rich Widow. I think 
the Woman begins to be peeviſh. Come, I will kiſs thee, 
and put thee in Good-humour ; fack I will. | 
Mrs. Scrape. Kiſs a Death's-head! My Mother betray*d 
me in my Youth to the Slavery of thy Age. Thou didſt 


promiſe to be a Father to me; thou canſt not be a Hus- 
band; and, inſtead of a Father, haſt been the moſt exe- 


crable Tyrant, | 
C4 Scrape. 
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24 be PRODIGAL 
Scrape. Be not perverſe; for, by Cock and Bottle, 
Heaven forgive me for Swearing |———1I will give thee 
conjugal Chaſtiſement. 3 
Mrs. Scrape. S' heart! talk no more to me of that, you 
have worn out all my Patience, and I henceforth will 
be a Tygreſs to thee, TELE 
_ Scrape. Audacious ! 


Mrs. Scrape. I have a Brother who comes this Night 
to Town; he loves me; we were Twins; he'll right me; 
Thou never ſaw'ſt him, but ſhortly to thy Coſt thou 
ſhalt — His Serjeant ſpoke to me out at my Priſon- 
Window to Day ; he's beating up for Recruits for the 

Queen of Hungary : There's not a fiercer young Officer 
in the Army: He'll cut thy. Throat if thou abuſeſt 
me ſo. | 
Serape. Death! Is that hectorly Fellow come, thou 
uſeſt to threaten me with? Oh, Impudence! my Family 

is turn'd topſy-turvy. 


Mrs. Scrape. VIl have the Liberty belongs to my Cons 
dition; P11 viſit and be viſited. n 
Scrape. Viſit! Ay, Pox; that Way comes Meſlages, 


Tokens, Letters, and Bawding for one another, and fa 
the Frolick goes round. 


Mrs. Scrape. I'll have Money, to venture fifty Pounds 
in a Night at Quadrille. 18 
Scrape. Ounds! fifty Pounds! She makes me tremble! 

Mr. Scrape. PIl make you know the right of an En- 
gliſþh Woman, before I have done. 

Scrape. Prodigious, and amazing! The Right of an 
Engliſh Woman, to cheat and cuckold her Husband! In, 
into your Chamber! go in, I fay. re: 
MM,. . Peace, old Fool; I ſay, not in. 
- Scrape. Nay, then, Correction will enſue. | 
| [He lifts up bis Cane, ſhe wwrefts it from him. 
Mrs, Scrape, Yes, that it ſhall, old Tyrant. 

Scrape. What Noiſe is that? | 


Enter 


N 
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Enter à Servant of Sir Anthony Wildwit's 
Serv. Sir, my Maſter is juſt entering with a great Train 
of Gentlemen and Ladies, and has ſent a Collation, and 
Wine, that you may not be at Charges. [ Exit. 
Scrape. Confound him and his Train. Dye 5 
Miſtreſs, go into your Chamber. | . 
Mrs. Scrape. IV 11 ſtay'to entertain the Ladies. 
Scrape. Ladies! Whores. A plague on them all! in, 
in, or this Knife ſhall be embrued in thy Blood. 32 
Mrs. Scrape. Help! Help! J will not go in. 


Enter Sir Anthony, Sir Toby, Gayly, Freeman, Bounce, 
and Bluſter, with Harriot, Charlotte, Iabella, Ser- 
vants, Fidales, &c, and Timothy. 


Sir Ant, What's the matter ! At Wars with your 


Wife? 

Scrape. My dear Wife! no— She's not well; ſhe will 
endanger her Health; — which is very dear to me! 

Mrs. Scrape. I am well, I ſhall not endanger my Health 
nor is it dear to him. Ladies, your humble Servant, 
am proud of the Honour of this Viſit. 

Men and Women ſalute Mrs; Scrape. 

Scrape. Ounds! ſhe can compliment. Death! they 
kiſs too moſt laſciviouſly. 

Sir Toby. How doſt do, old Boy! We are come to 
drink, ſing, roar, and be merry with thee. 

Sir Ant. Madam, I come to endeavour your Releaſe, 
and therefore be ready at the firſt Oppo portunity. 

Mrs. Scrape. You oblige me. 

Scrape. Have you any private Buſineſs with my Wife? 

[ Comes betwixt em. 

Sir Toby. What a Pox! do you. interrupt a Gentleman 
that is talking to your Wife? — heh! — 

Bounce. He deſerves Chaſtiſement, an uncivil old Prig. 

Bluſter. If he had offer'd that to me, I would have 
blawn him into Atoms. 


Sir Toby. 
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Sir Toby. Shall I beat him, and kick him damnably, 
and break his Windows, Sir Anthony, bah? 
Sir Ant. Not yet: Come, Ladies, I have brought = 
Fiddles, let's haye a Dance, in the firſt Place. 

Mrs. Scrape. With all my Heart. | 

Scrape. What will become of me? Hell is broke joke. 
Houſewife, remember this. 

Sir An. Come, Mr. Scrape, will you j join us? 

Scrate, No, Sir, I thank you; Timathy, raiſe the 
COTE and a wong Watch a thele outrageous 

aſcals 

Tim. Sir, I would not for the World ; Sir Anthony's 
my Friend, and I love and honour him: And here's 
another Rous to his Health. 

Scrape. Hell, and Confuſion ! Damm d Rogue! Pll 
murder thee. 

Tim. You ſhall not ſtarve me as long as Sir Anthony 
lives, ü gad. 

Scrape. Ounds! She Dances! A very damn'd con- 
ſounded Town- Jade. 
| [They dance à Cuuntry-dance, at the end of ai 

Sir Anthony leads her out dancing. 
Hell, and Devils! what Trick's this? —Oh, my Wife, 
my Wie: Come in, you Baggage. | 
[He runs out and 2 ber in. 

Sir Aut. Are you mad? Tis Part of the Dance. 

| Scrape. You ſhall lead her no ſuch Dance: Here, 
Houſewife, into your Chamber. 

Sir Toby. What! do you interrupt the Dance? Earth- 
quakes, Inundations, roaring. Seas and Thunder; Þ 1! 


maul you. [Kicks bim. 


Tim. There's rare taming of your Senſes for you. 
. Scrape. Excellent! I'll not take two Hundred Pound 
& this beating. | 
Sir Toby. Break bis Windows, Bounce, and Blaſter. 
+ Scrape. Hold, hold! What do you mean? 
crape. Good again, very good. | 


Sir Toby. 


* 


Ys 
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— At your de Madam, much may be 


Sir Ant. Sirrah, fil every one a Brimmer to Mrs, Scrape' $ 
Health, Give Scrape one. 

Sir Toby, Take it, and drink ta your Lady* S Health, 
u, Di de af -chandnders,: e 

Scrape. Piagues and Curſes | well, there's no Re- 


medy. 
Sr Toby. Down on your Knees all: Strike up Fiddles, 


Fire all. Hey nn not I a — Fellow, 


Sir Anthony 7 
Cbar. Did one ever ſee ſuch an odious old Fellow? 


Gayly. Women will lie with any odious Fellow. that - 


will marry, or keep *em ; you cannot love Sir Nicholas ; 
pr'ythee think no more of that Roiſter. 
Char, Really he is a pretty wild Creature. 


Scrape. Gentlemen, what have I done to deſerve theſe | 


Outrages ? 

Har. Done! filthy Fellow, to ſhut up your / Wife 
againſt the Law of Nature. 

Sir Ant. We come to oblige you to viſit, and be 
merry with you and your Lady. 


Sir Toby, Hands all —_— We'll dance round him, 


till you run away with his Wife. Play, Fiddles. 
Sir Ant. Come, Madam, break off. 
IA be is going off with Mrs. 
Scrape creeps between their Legs. 


Scrape. Come back, Strumpet, have I caught mou? | 


Remember, n there is Law. 
Bounce. Does the Scoundrel talk of Law? 
Bluſter. Beat his Brains out. | 
Mrs. Scrape. Now, Gentlemen, give me leave to fay 


= do not well to triumph over an old Man; he's my 
usband, and I muſt love him, tho* he uſes me nnn. 


nically, and ſhuts me up in Priſon. 
Har. 
Char, How, ſhut. up your Wife! 
Lab. 8 e | 
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Cbar. O, thou old Dotard! thou Shame of Mankind! 


Jab. Woman was meant to go at large, thou filthy 5 
Creature. 

Har. Shall Woman, that's wild by Nature, be tam'd 
by thee, baſe Fellow? n 


Sir Ant. He invades the Right of Whoremaſters, and 
*tis not to be borne; we have the Right of Commonage, 
and he impales. 

Scrape. Heaven protect me but this once, I ſeldom 
trouble it | 

Mrs Scrape. 1 am reſolved to eſcape, but not in ſuch 
leud Company: Timothy, do you ſtand here, whatevei 
happens to you, till I come to you; and do as I direct 
you, and I' reward you. 

Tim. Any thing; for I love and honour you, and 
ſcorn and hate my Maſter. | 
Scrape. Yet, I ſay, Mally, good Mally, 80 into my 

Chamber. 
Mrs. Scrape. J will, my Dear, inſtantly, for 1 nod Sf 


s their Intentions are baſe, — [ To Sir Anthony.] Sir, put n 


out all the Candles, and I'll ſecure my Eſcape. 
Sir Ant. With all my Heart; Gentlemen, aſſiſt me. 
[ The Candles out. 
Scrape. Murder, Murder! help, help! I am cuckolded, 
robb'd, undone! Villains, Thieves, Murderers, Whore- 
maſters, Sons of Whores, Raſcals, Strumpets ! 
(Mrs. Scrape puts a looſe Gown upon Timothy. | 
Mrs. Scrape. Where art thou, my Dear, Ill go in | 
with thee. 1 am convinc'd I was in the Wrong. 
Scrape. Come, give me thy Hand, Dear, 1'l! maul | 
- thee, with a plague to thee, for this anon. 
[Scrape leads Timothy into the Chamber for his Wi 72 
Mrs. Scrape. Now, farewel, old Tyrant, and all the 
reſt of ye; had I eſcaped by Violence, Hue - and-Cries 
would ſoon ſtop me. [ Exit Mrs. Scrape. 
Bounce. Gad, it's dark! Have at theſe Women. 5 
Kiſſes Charlotte, Gayly ſtrikes bim, 
and he ſtrites Bluſter. 
Bluſter, 


me? Have at ſome Body. 
Sir Ant. What's the matter! Who waits i 


Man! fight ; Women ſbriet, and run out. 
Sir Toby, Pll up againſt the Wall. Fight on 
my merry Men all. 

̃ Enter Servants, with Lighes 


Scrape. Oh! for ſome Murder now among themſelves, 

Sir Ant. What's the matter there ? 

Bounce. I was cuff d. 

Bluſter. I was box d. | | 
Sir Toby. Come, brave Boys, twas in the dark, is 
no Diſhonour, n&er. mind it. | | 


He that wears a brave Soul, and does handſomly do, 
Is a Herald to himſelf, and a Godfather 1 


Sir Ant. Some other Time let this be examin'd, -  * 

Scrape. Now you'll be gone; ſhe you came for is 
ſafe! All your Force cannot break open that um 
There lies your Way. 

Foot. He is miſtaken, the Lady took one of the Coaches 
by your Order, ſhe ſaid, and is gone. 

Sir Ant. Let's be gone, and look after the Ladies. 

Bounce. I ſhall make Some-bod ſmoke. 


Bluſter. Blood ſhall enſue, Exeunt all but Snipe: | 


Scrape. PII arreſt every Man, and when I have reco- 
ver d Damages, indict em for a Riot, poor Fools! 
This was a lucky Adventure, ſince I ſaved my Wiſe. 
They have left their Banquet and Wine, Ill make Money 
on't: Let me go and faſten the Doors. 


Riches has Wings, and Wives have Legs to ſtray, 


And neither can be ſafe but under Lock * 8 


Faſt bind, faſt find, well doth the Proverb 3 | 
U 
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NE 1 
SCENE, a Mr. Scrape's. 
Enter Scrape. 


Scrape. 8 O! I have laid ap the Proviſions, and I ſhall 
a make Money of them; as I intend to do of 
my Beating, and the Riot they have committed: I have 
likewiſe taken order my drunken Rogue ſhall be appre- 
hended: But now to my Wife: Perfidious Jade ! I ſhall 
keep her Priſoner during Life, for all her hectorly Bro- 
__ OTE IE Ex Serape. 
Tim. I think this Diſguiſe will fright him, and ſecure 
me from a ſubſtantial Beating into the Bargain: If I can 
once get out of the Chamber -I'm ſure Pl] face him 
down I ne'er was in it. + Ay 


Enter Scrape with a Candle. 


Scrape. Here! where is this vile Monſter of Woman- 
kind? Doſt thou hide thyſelf——hah! Mercy upon me! 
who's here, the Devil, the Devil! , 
e TO [He runs out, the Candle falls, 

Tim. I thought my Face was pretty well before, but! 
ſee I could make it uglier; Art can improve Nature 
much. Now will I ſhift for myſelf. [Ext 


_ *.. Ewer Scrape. - 
Scrape. Help! help! the Devil! the Devil! 
Timothy ve. enters in his own Habit, 


Tim. What's the matter, Sir? 
Scrape. O!] the Devil! the Devil's in my an 
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Tim. Where ? where? Let's: ſee. 1 have hghtaT, the . 

99 again! | 

Scrape. O Rogue! art thou here! 1 think thou attithi 
Devil, how could'ſt thou get in elſe? I lock'd all my 
Doors, and ſearch'd every Room in the Houſe, and'thou 
wer t not in any one of them. 

Tim, Sir, I was a little ſober'd with the Fright of he 
Swords drawn, and ſenſible of my Fault, I hid myſelf 
from your Indignation under my Flock-bed, where I 
lay ſweatin 7g and (trembling, ttill 1 heard you cry «wy 
and I could not but come to your Aſſi 

Scrape. This makes ſome amends. Let's into my : 
Wife's Chamber and ſee what's the matter, may-be 
'twas a Trick of the lewd Woman's to fright me; I am 
ſure I put her there led her by the Hand myſelf, 

Tim. Be not afraid, Sir; ſure _ no Devil you faw ! 
have you not ſome Guilt upon your Conſcience? : 

Scrape. Saucy Rogue, I Guilt !-—-I have — am 
innocent as the Child new born. Come let's in, 
Raſcal; Oh Heaven! what Noiſe is that, Timothy ? Lay, | 
Timothy, keep cloſe to me, Sirrah, cloſe.” A ; 

Vm. Here's no- body in the Chamber. 

Scrape. What do you ſay, no- body? look about the 
Bed, and in, and under it, quickly. 

Tim. Here's no- body; did you lead any-body in here ? a 

Scrape. Les, yes, I did; I had her by the Hand, 1 
thought, and ſhe ſpoke to me as ſhe went in. 

Tim. Now I think on't, when I ran out at the Quarrel, 
thought I ſaw my Miſtreſs go out haſtily, take ane of 
Sir Autbony's Coaches, and hurry away with 1 Kt; but you 
was ſo poſitive you lock'd her up. 

Scrape, O Horror! oh infamous Suumpes! I am 
robb'd, cuckolded, abuſed ; oh! villainous Quean, ſhe's 
now in the filthy Act of cuckolding me. Hell and 
Devils! Give me my Broad- Sword. 

Tim. Good Sir, call upon no Devils; we ſhall be 
tora in Pieces. 


— 


Scrape. 
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Serape. I care not what becomes on me; give = 


Broad-Sword z I'll have a Warrant to ſearch that Rog 


 Wildwit's Houſe, apprehend the Strumpet, bring hl 
home and murder her, ſeize upon his ſtate; ſue hit 
to Outlawries innumerable, indict him and all the Roe 
for Riots, c. Give me my CENTS Come a0 on 
with me. 
Tim. I dare not. = 
Scrape. I'll cut you off in the Middle if you do n 
you before, 11 lock the Doors: Oh! Who 
hers Whore! art Ea 


SCE NE, the Street. 1 


D Sir. Toby Root, Bounce, and Bluſter. | A 


Sir 7. oby. Hey Boys, bravely done!. ſour on! bred 
thoſe Windows; they re ee ſcour, ſcour. 
Bounce. Have at em. 1 
Bluſter. Fall on, fall on. i 
Sir Toby. Tis enough, march on; my- 3 
Blufter we ll over-run the Town, as Alexander did 2 


Enter a Citizen and bis Wi 1/0 x 
Bounce. A Prize! a Prize! ä —_— 
Blaſter. Lay her aboard. 

i * She's my Wife, Gentlemen, what would: 7 

ave * 
Sir Toby. All kiſs her; fall to, Boy gs. 1 
Cit. Help, help! Watch, Watch! = 
Wife. Murder murder | help! help! | 
Sir Toby. *Ounds, you Rogue, d'ye call the * 0 
ſwinge him; there's 8 Sirrah 
[Citizen and bis Wife run out calling for Help, B. Zot 
ſtrites her, | 
Bluſter. Does ſhe cry out? lay her on. 
Sir Toby. Gad, we're very mad Fellows, are we BC 
my Bullies f 
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Boxmice. Damme, as e' er wore Swords, I take it. 
Sir Toby. More Game, more Game; have at 'em; 


ryerſe Whores! a Pox on 'em, they are paſt ſqueaking 
private, tho? they do it in publick. 


Enter three old Women. 


Sher Who are theſe? Curſe on em! they are old 
ugly. 

Sir Toby, Let 'em be what they will, I ſpare no Sex 
or Age. Beldams, you muſt be kiſꝰd for des Wo- 
en, and kick'd for ugly. 

[They run out crying Murder. 


Enter three as Sills and breaking Windows... 


Sir Toby. Stand! who are theſe? Raſcals without 
gry Apprentices ; muſt ſuch Rogues uſurp the Privi- 
> of Gentlemen? ſuch Scoundrels as you ſcour? Tay 


m on thick, ſwinge dem. 

Apprentices. Help! help! Watch! Watch! Murder ! 
[They run out. 

by Toby. S Death, - ſhall ſuch Pitiful Fellows think to 

like us? | 


Enter Citizen, with the Conſtable and Watt. 


Cit. Theſe are the Rogues that ſet upon me and my 
_ ; 

Conſt. Rogues! Sir 7 oby Riot and his Friends 1 q they 
d to give us Money, Neighbours. 
Watchm. Ay, Ay, very honeſt Gentlemen. 

Conſt. You are a ſawey Fellow. 

Sir Toby. Oh! Mr. Conſtable, let me kiſs you; there's 
MF a Piece for your Watch to drink. 

Con. Thanks, noble Sir Toby. Who are you; Sir? 
muſt have an Account bf you. 

Watchm. Ay, what are you? 

Cit. | am an honeſt Man, and pay y Scot and 1 in 


y Pariſh ; "—_ Fellows ſer upon my Wife and 1 
D i 


Sir 77 oby. This Fellow is a Raga and pick d up 2 
Whore, and call'd her his Wife. 4 * 


Conſt. Away with him to the Gatehouſe, 

Cit. Very fine! But I hope to ſee ſome of you trounced 
very ſoon for your arbitrary, villainous Behaviour; you'll 
be met with. [They hale bim eh. 

Conſt. We are undone, yonders the High -Conſtable 
going the Round to Night] haſte every one to his Poſt. 

[Exit Conſtable, 


Euter Sir Nicholas Spottey. 


Sir Toby. Who's here, Sir Nicholas Spottey ? Pfaith thou 
ſhalt roar and ſing, and break Windows. 
Sir Nic. Not for the World, Gentlemen; I am going 
'to fetch my Charlotte from Sir Anthony's Houſe, if ſhe 
ſee me diſordered any way ſhell be outrageous, 

Sir Toby. Gad, you ſhall: Hang ſneaking after 2 
Whore ; keep her under. 

Sir Nic. Pray, excuſe me. : 

Sir Toby. Gad! do as I bid you, or baht. 

Sir Nic. Fight! oh Lord, fight! what would Char- 
Jotte fay if 1 ſhould venture my Life to fight ? 

Sir Toby. Pr'ythee don't ſtand prating, but roar and 
break Windows, or draw. 

Sir Nic. I am reſolved Ill not draw; what will * 
have me do? what will become of me? 
Sir 808 Follow us. 


| Enter High-Conftable. 


Hi gb-Conft Theſe are the Bullies that made the Riot 
laſt Night i in Covent. Garden, and this Night hereabouts 
fall on, knock em down. 

 [Conflable and Watch fall on, Sir Nicholas running away, 

is knock'd down and taken; the reſt with broken Heads 

eſcape, and get to Sir Anthony g. 

Higb- Conſt. Come, Sirrah'! we've taken you, and 
ſee where the others are ſhelter'd, 
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Sir Nic. Gentlemen, as I hope to be ſav'd I am none 
of their Company z but they ſet upon me, and threatned 
to kill me if I went from them. I'll be a Witneſs againſt 
them. | 3 | 

Watchm, *Tis Sir Nicholas Spottey; a very civil Gen- 
tleman. ; | 

High-Conſt. I know him; you'll be forth-coming in 
the Morning to witneſs againſt them. 

Sir Nic. I will. 

High-Gonſt. Go; Good-night. Beſet Sir Anthony Wild. 
wit*'s Houſe, I'll have them an they be alive. 

Sir Nic. Good- night, Gentlemen. Oh, my Head and 
Shoulders! a Deuce take their ſcouring for me. [ Exeunt. 


S8 C E NE, Sir Anthony's Houſe. 


LS Mufick plays. ] 
Enter Steward, 


Stew, Heaven! how he melts his Time and Land away 
in Luxury and Sloth, and I am forc'd to be an Inſtru- 
ment in his Wickedneſs; muſt keep the Door, while he, 


his Friends, and Whores, are ſoaking in their Baths, _ - 


prepared with Coſt wou'd fit an Emperor; nay, now 
perhaps they revel in the Height of Sin. | 


Enter Sir Toby, Bounce and Bluſter. 


Sir Toby. Hear, you old formal Steward, wheres your 
Maſter ? | 
Stew. Bleſs me! what ails you all? are your Brains 
beaten out ? 5 
Sir Toby. No; we had a Battle with the Myrmidons 
of St. Martin's; we have ſwing d, and are ſwing'd. 
Bounce. I am ſure my Poker is embru'd in Blood. 
Bluſter. And mine is ſtain'd in Gore of filthy Peaſant. 
Stew. Bleſs us! Heaven] have you committed Mur- 


der? | 1 
D 2 Sir, 
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Hir Toby. Pr'ythee leaye prating, and open the Door 


ta thy Maſter. 


Stew. You muſt not paſs; my Maſter and his Friends 
are bathing. 

Sir Toby. And where are the Women, the Cockatrices? 

Stew. The Cockatrices are bathing too. 

Sir Toby. What, mine? | 

Stew. Yes, yours. | 

Blufter. What a Pox, does he manage the N 
your Caravan? 

Sir Toby. Peace, his own Convenient's there we'll 

run roaring in. 
_ Stew. You cannot paſs, there's a Blunderbuſs within, 
charged with fifteen Bullets, 1 in | the Hands of a Plaguy, 
deſperate Rogue. 

Sir Toby. Pox on't! bbw my Buttock's honeſt ; not 
that I care much, I drink too hard to be a Man at 


Arms, Gad! I only keep, her for the Lewdneſs on't. 
| Enter Sir Nis Sper 
ha 


Pr'ythee, Sir Nicholas; thou keep a Whore. 
for ? 8 RE | 
'Sir Nic. Why, i'fackins, for the Credit on't. Is 
Madam Charlotte here, Friend ? 
Stew. You cannot come at her; the Ladies are bathing 
in one Room, and the Gentlemen in another Jult by *em. 
Bluſter. Sir Anthony will ſwinge her. 
Sir Nic. Who, what my Birds-n'eyes! I am ſure ſhe 
would not do any ſuch thing for the World, 
Sir Toby. Phoo ! Pox o' Whores; let's go and drink 
em out of our Heads, Is the Yeoman in the Cellar ? 
Stew. He or his Servant is never out on't: *Twill come 
to a fine pals ſoon. [ Extt. 
| — Excuſe me, I'll not go to make a Beaſt of 
myſel 
F Toby, W hat, refuſe us! draw then; take your 
Choice. 
Sir Nic. What will become of me! I muſt g0. (£m 
nter 
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Enter Sir Anthony, Gayly and Freeman, in Morning- 
Gowns, 


Cb. With what Variety of Pleaſure you paſs the 
Time! 


Free. There's Fancy and Invention ſeen in ſuch L 


Sir Ant. It is beyond the Senſe of Fops; a Fool * 


not Wit enough to be pleas'd, he but ſeems merry, when 
he is fad at Heart. Is not this better than venturing Life 
for Ambition, being perpetually anxious for a Blue Rib- 
band, or a White Staff? 

Goh. Such are the irregular Appetites of Men, whoſe 
Minds are fick; but the vigorous Body and the healthful 
Mind find Pleaſure only in Senſe. 


Free, Fools are led away by Shadows, and let the 


Subſtance go; while the raſh, giddy, and magnanimous 
Fool runs abroad, is delicately louſy, and kills Men for 


Honour, who never anger'd him: We ſtay at home and 


et em. 

Sir Ant. Which, I take it, is the moſt badete 
Employment of the two. Another Fop breaks his 
Brains with metaphyſical Nonſenſe; a mathematical Cox- 
comb beſots himſelftwith a, 5, c, Superfices, Lines and 
Angles ; our Virtuoſo contemplates Lice in Microſcropes 3 
your Orator affects to ſhew his Parts in Whipt-cream 
Speeches ; your Schoolman waſtes his Time in Bulls and 
nonſenſical Diſtinctions, to make the fame Thing differ 
from itſelf; and the Politician drudges to make Buſineſs 
of what is none. 

Free. And all the while the Senſes are neglected. 

Sir Ant. Your drudging Mill-horſe Blockhead grows 
a Lawyer, while we moſt wiſely find out Plealures for 
every Senſe; we are the Lords of the World, and enjoy 
it all, while they are Slaves. 

Gay. *T was not our Fault we did not pleaſe every 
Senſe even now, theſe pretty Whores are skitriſh, 


Free. We could do nothing with 'em, but put em to 
the Squeak. - 


By. -.. Sir 
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Sir Ant. Some of your kept Ladies will no more treat 
you with Love, than Taverns will with Wine; 'tis againſt 
their Trade: But I have had them all for Money. I 
cannot, like the Grand Seignior, make a Wench come 
when I give my Handkerchief ; but if I fee a pretty 
WC hore 1 like, I ſend her fifty Pounds, and to that Lure 
ſhe ſtoops, and ſtrait I truſs her; if not, one hundred 
Pounds brings her down ; my Money is leſs precious than 
my Time. 4 | 
Cayly. Faith you are in the right; I ſee what *twill 
come to, for I have a damable Mind to that pretty Jade 

Charlotte, 
Free. And I muſt have Jabella whatever becomes of 
me. | 
Enter Sir Nicholas Spottey. 


Sir Nic. Sir Anthony, your Servant; pray where's my 
Miſtreſs, my poor Rogue? I long to ſee her. 

Sir Ant, Sir Nicholas, your Servant, why ſhe's within 
with her Companions, 

Sir Nic. Ay, poor Dear, I have not ſeen her this fix 
Hours; and yonder's Sir Toby and his hectorly Compa- 
nions, will kill me with Bumpers, as they call em, if 
you don't protect me; they draw and threaten to fight 
with me, if I don't drink; I have been knock'd down 


by the Watch, for being taken ey one of 'em already, 
Hidc me, hide me. 


Enter Sir Toby, Bounce and Bluſter. 


Sir Toby. W here's this Scoundrel that baſely flies from 


his Bumper. I'll tap him, and let out the Claret he has 
drank already. 


Sir Ant. Good Sir Toby, ſpare him for my ſake. 


Sir Toby. For your fake he lives, upon Condition he'll 
come down and drink luſtily. | 


Sir Ant. What makes you bloody? 

Sir Toby. We had a Skirmiſh, faith, wou'd you had been 
with us; I never ſau better ſcouring Days in my Life 
but now let's all drink bloodily. 


Bluſter. 
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Bluſter. There's no Life like drinking, roaring, and 
lying rough. 

Sir Ant. As you pleaſe, Gentlemen, only let's borrow 


Sir Nicholas a quarter of an Hour, *till he ſees his * | 


and then we'll reftore him. 

Sir Toby. D'ye hear, Nicholas? be ſure you come, or 
by Kouli- Kan [ whip you thro* the Lungs the next time 
we meet. [Exit Sir Toby, Bounce and Bluſter. 

Sir Nic. Oh Heaven, have Mercy upon me! what ſhall 
I do? Pl ſwear the Peace againſt him, if I live and 
breathe; 

Enter Harriot, Charlotte and Iſabella, 

Ah, my Dear, art thou there? 

Char. Yes, you Fop; what do you here? 

Sir Nic. Pr'ythee be not angry, Miſs, I came to wait 
on thee home. 

Char. I'll not go; go home by yourſelF £9 I ſay, 
go quickly, 

Sir Nic, Good, dear Madam, let me ſtay. | 

Char. I ſhall have People think you Jealous ! how dare 
you come after me thus ? 

Sir Nic. Who, I jealous ! no, no, I ſcorn their Words, 
I'd have them to know, 

Char. Go, get you home then, and don't come ſneak- 
ing after me thus; d*ye think you're fit to be ſeen in good 
Company, becauſe I am ſo? 


Sir Nic. I know I am not; but, good ſweet Madam, let 


me intreat you, upon my Knees, to let me ſtay. [ Kneeling. 
Har. Nay, nay, now you're too cruel ; let me intercecd. 


Sir Nic. Ay! 


Jab. Madam, pray let me beg for him. | 

Sir Nic. Look you there, 

Char. He ſhall not ſtay, Ladies; you don't know 
what you doz if I ſhould ſuffer him, hell always be 
peaking after me. Go, I ſay; I will be obey'd, 

Sir Nic. I'll give thee all the Money I have about me, 
if thou -will go home with me. 

Char. Come, give it me. 


D 4 5 Sir 
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Sir Nich. There [Giving Maney. 


Char, Well, Ill go home; but do you go out, and 
wait an Hour till I come. | 


TV 


Sir Nich. Well, my Dear, what you will : Good, Sir 
Anthony, let your Servants guard me from theſe * 5 
ir Ant. Go, poor Rogue, thou art a hopeful one. 

Enter Steward. | 


Stew, Sir, the fat Gentlewoman is come, with three 
young Girls. - | 
Har. There's a Collation waits you, within. 
Sir Ant. Go in, Ladies, we'll follow you. 
' [ Exeunt Har. Char. and Iſab. 
Now, Gentlemen, a Conſultation; the Maidenheads are 
come; well divide them equally. , Steward, ſend her 
in, and convey her Attendants the back Way to my; 
Apartment; and let em be bathed and ſhifted with fine 
Linnen. 3 | 
Steve, It goes againſt my Conſcience, and is below 
my Dignity. 5s | 
Sir Ant. Sirrah ! obey me! or expect no Tips to your 
Ears, To-morrow. | _ [Exit Steward. 
Enter Bawd. 


Baud. Well, I have taken ſuch Pains for you, I am 
ready to expire, I have gotten my Houſe full of hand- 
ſome Wenches for your Worſhip's Uſe; but I thought 
the Maidenheads I ſpoke of would be more pleaſing; 
and I have brought em all three, with much ado. 

Sir Ant. And will you warrant 'em Maids ? 

Bawd. That I will, upon my Reputation. Did I ever 
deceive you? I have more Conſcience -than to be cor- 
rupt in my Calling: But theſe are dearer than I thought, 
They are fifty Pounds a-piece, if you have em. I nc'er 
higgle, or make Words with you. 

Sir Ant. Talk not of Price, 'tis my Birth-night. Gen- 
tlemen, I'll treat you like a Man of Honour, We'll 
eaſt Lots, 

| Cayly. 
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þ Gayly. You are too obliging. 
d | Enter Steward. 
Steward, I have conducted the Gentle women 
Whores in. | | | | 
g Sir Ant. Prythee, honeſt Bawd, go and bring all your 
„Whores in at my Back-gate. D'ye hear, old Fool? See 
you entertain em well; and let every Stranger and Ser- 
vant, in my Houſe, have his chere entiere; I'll have- 
neither Man nor Maid- ſervant honeſt in my Houſe : Cha- 
ſtity ſhall be Felony, and Sobriety High-Treaſon. 
Bawd. I'll fetch 'em all. [ Exit Bawd. 
Stew. Good, Sir, whip me, hang me, or 
Sir Ant. Peace, old Sot; drink and whore luſtily, or 
Wars will enſue. | | 
Steward. Whore ! Oh Heavens, I whore ! What will 
become of me ? | 
Sir, Ant, Come, my Friends, we'll in, and ſurvey my 
Marketings. | | 
Free. Lead on, my noble Prince of Pleaſure,” we'll 


* 
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follow, [ Exeunt. 
Stew. To the Devil, ye will! and I Wall follow too, 
g. unleſs I get looſe from their Clutches, [ Exit Stew. 
Enter Servant, 
m Serv. Sir, Sir, Sir! 
J Re-enter Sir Anthony, Gayly, Freeman, Sir Toby. 


| Sir Ant. How now | What's the matter? | 

8 Serv. Sir, the High- Conſtable, with a huge Guard, 

and Mr. Scrape at the Head of them, is come with a 

4 Warrant to ſearch the Houle. _ | 
Sir Ant, Call all my Servants! Fetch my Guns. 

1 Sir Toby. Hey, Boys! We ſhall have more ſcouring. 

4 Bluſter. Now we ſhall ſhow our Valour. 


Enter Servant, with Guns, &c. 
n- Door ſbut; Higb- Conſtable and Watch break in, 
gl with Scrape and Timothy. 
Sir Ant. What means this Violence! What, break open 
„. Doors ? Higb-Conſt. 
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High-Conſt, We have a Warrant to ſearch for 
Mrs. Scrape. 5 ww | | 
Sir Ant. You can have no Warrant for Burglary ; fall 
on, fall on, we are victorious, and have taken Priſoners, 
[ They drive out Conſtable and Watch, and return WW nc 
with Scrape and Timothy. _ 1 
Sir Ant. Lock dem up fate! and guard my Houle 
with Guns and Piſtols! Unſeaſonable Raſcals! to inter- n 
rupt us. ¶ They carry of Scrape and Timothy.] Now, all 
to Bed. | 3 [ Exit Sir Anthony. 
Sir Toby. Not we, we'll go drink and lie rough! Fare 
you well, upon thoſe Terms. Come, Bullies, I think 
we have behaved like Emperors. 3 
Sir Nicholas peeps in, and runs back, Sir Toby 
catches bim. 5 
Art thou ſo nimble, faith? I have caught thee tho'. 
Sir Nich. You have made me drunk, would you mur- 
der me? Pl! drink no more, whatever comes on't. 
Bounce. You ſhall not drink, provided you'll play, 
Sir Nich. (Good Lord! why muſt I play! You have 
gotten my Watch and Diamond-Ring already, and twenty 
Pounds upon Tick. | 
Bluſter. Nay, gad! you ſhall ſet t'other twenty Pound. 
Sir Nich. Lard! what wou'd you have of a Man? 1 
cannot play, I hate it mortally, 
Bounce. What o' Pox! you take us for Cheats, do you? 
Sir Nich. Who I! not I, Gentlemen, for the Univerſe! 
yet I fear they're little better. [_ Aſide. 
Bluſter. Damme! Tis not your beſt Courſe. 
Bounce. You ſhall find us Gentlemen that ſcorn to do, 
or ſuffer an ill Thing; therefore play. 
Sir Nich. Heaven defend me from theſe dreadful Bul- 
lies! they'll get my Money, or quarrel with me, I find. 
; 7 v ; [ Aide. 
Age. What a Devil do you mean? Will you play, 
or no? 3 
Sir Nich. Pray, Gentlemen, don't be angry, I will 
then double or quit; I'll ſet twenty Pound, provided [ 
may play no more. Bounce. 
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The PRODIGAL 43 
Bounce. Are you ſure the Doctors are in? 
Bluſter. Yes, I am ſure; at it, Man. BOP 
Bounce. Come, [Throws.] here's Seven, [Throws again.] 
Sir Nich. Tis Twelve, tis out: Quit, quit; PII play 
no more. 8 8 orig 
Bounce. I nick'd you! Ask Bluſter elle. 
Sir Nich. Nay, then, Pll never play more; Twelve 
nick Seven ! what a Pox, Pm not ſuch a Fool neither. 
Bounce, Was it Twelve, Sir Toby? | 
Sir Toby, Yes, yes, tis too bare-fac'd ; you ſhall play 
no more, Come, Sir Nicholas, we'll adjourn to the 
Cellar, and get honeſtly drunk together ; thou ſhalt play 
no more, I hate Play: I n&er. knew a wiſe Man follow 
it, or an honeſt Man thrive by it. Along, Sir, come! 
Sir Nicb. Why, and I hate drinking too, why muſt + 
drink? N | 
Bounce. Why! - becauſe you muſt; Is not that a 
Reaſon ? - | | 


Sir Nich. Oh, Lord! Oh! [They bale him out. 
SCENE, the Street, before Sir Anthony's Door. 
Enter Mrs. Scrape, like a young Officer, and ber Brother's 


Serjeant. 


Mrs. Scrape. So! all faſt I fee! we'll take a turn, 
they*ll riſe ſoon, ſure——But am I compleatly ſet out! 
Do my Brother*s Accoutrements ſet well upon me? 

Serj. So admirably, that you are as brisk, and as fierce 
an Officer, as the beſt of em; you are ſo like your 
Brother, that *tis amazing! Had I not been privy to the 
Deſign, I ſhould have ſworn you had been my Captain, 

Mrs. Scrape. That Likeneſs ſuits my Deſign; my 
Husband knows nothing of my Brother, has only heard 
how much we are alike, that I, being dreſs'd in Man's 
Clothes, we could hardly be diſtinguiſh'd : But go [I 
ſtrut, cock, and look fierce enough? hats 

Serj. Toa Miracle! But I wonder you did not truſt 
your Deſign to your Brother, of frightning your Husband 
into gaod Terms. Mrs. Scrape. 


23 
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Mrs. Scrape. His Reſentment of my bad Uſage is. too 
fs: I durſt not truſt his Paſſion in it; befides, it's the 
Right of an Engliſþ Woman to hector her own Husband, 
and, T faith, Fil have him under Command now, or 
preſs bim for Flanders. 

Serj. Bravely reſolv'd. 

Mrs. Scrape. I'll teach Husbands to provoke their own 
Fleſh; I'll make ſuch an Example of him, that all Hus- 
bands ſhall be warn'd how they, by Injuries, ſour their 
Wives Love into Revenge, or their Meekneſs into Rage, 
J know he's a Coward, "as all Tyrants are, and II 
frighten him out of his Money, as dearly as he loves it, 
to Re his Life, I'll warrant. Do you but get him into 
ſome proper Place, and let me alone for the reſt. 

Serj. I will, Madam: S'heart! I 1 to cal 

you Captain. 
ei. Scrape. Well, I ſhall ſtrut, look big, and huff 
enough for a Captain, I warrant you. By your Leave, 
Modeſty, a deſperate Ill muſt have a deſperate Cure; but 
theſe Words of Command ſtick in my Throat, and 1 
cannot ſwear worth a Farthing. 

Serj. Oh, Uſe ! Uſe! *tis nothing but Uſe. 1 

Mrs. Scrape. Well, Pl! try. Let me con them. 
Even your Ranks! Straiten your Files! Shoulder all! 
Reſt your Arms! To the right, to the right! To the left, 
to the left! Damme, what aukward Rogue's this? 

[ Canes the Serjeamt. 

Serj. Oh brave Captain! Well done! 285 twas a lit- 
tle of the hardeſt. 

Mrs. Scrape. Il warrant you, I'll lay it on; let me 
alone for Diſcipline. 


When old Men doat, grown Children once agen, 

And teaze their Wives, and rule, as they were Men 

Grow cauſeleſs jealous, ſtingy and moroſe, 

As if not join? 5 for better, but for worſe; 

Wives hence ſuch Dolts depoſe, your Youth beguil'd, 
Nor ever ſpare the Rod, nor ſpoil the Grey-beard Child. 


ACT 
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ND | 
fl pla 
ACT IS ECORRKT YL 
F SCENE, at Sir Anthony's. 

a Mrs. Scrape wi Serjeant. 

s. Scrape. HAT, no Servants to be ren! 2 
I mighty orderly Houſe, this! you 
% Wnuſt guard me. 


Serj, I warrant you, Captain, They have been roar- 
ng all Night, and are now faſt aſleep, I ſuppoſe. 


Enter Steward. 


Oh! here's one. 
Mrs. Scrape. I muſt needs ſpeak * Sir Anthony 
Vildwit. Pray let him know I wait for him. My Bu- 
gels is earneſt. 

Stew. I ſhall, Sir. WE [ Exit Steward. 
Mrs. Scrape. You are ſure my Husband is here? 

Serj. Yes, one of the Watch told me, that when they 
gere beaten, Sir Anibony took him Priſoner. | 


Enter Sir Anthony. 


„ Mrs. Scrape. This is Sir Anthony. Sir, your moſt 
ir, umble Servant. I hope you'll excuſe this * 
jhen you know my Buſineſs. 
ne! Sir Ant. A Gentleman's Commands can never diſturb 
me. 
Mrs. Scrape. Sir, I am Brother to the unfortunate 
cs. Scrape, the Wife of a wretched Ulurer, who, 1 am 
5 Wform'd, is in your Houſe. 
Sir Ant. He is, Sir; but 1 ſhould have taken you for 
ir herſelf, in Man's Habir. 
Serj. A Woman! He has been my Captain abroad 
ieſe four Years; if you had ſeen what brave Actions * 
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has perform'd, in the Midſt of Fire and Smoke, you 
wou'dn*t take him for a Woman. Go” 

Mrs. Scrape. I don't much wonder at your Miſtake; 
for, juſt before I went out of England, ſhe was dreſs'd in 
a Suit of my Clothes, and we were ſo alike, as hardly to 
be diſtinguiſh'd. uf 
Sir Ant. Indeed I have heard there was a ſtrange Like- 
neſs betwixt you, the very Look and Voice; Hah! 
Mrs. Scrape. But, Sir, if I am inform'd right, you 
cannot miſtake, for ſhe's in your Houſe. 

Sir Ant. She is not, upon my Honour. This is moſt 
amazing! I never ſaw ſuch Likeneſs! they ſpeak fo like 
too . „ F , ng 

Mrs. Scrape. If he be here, I beg you'll deliver him 
over to me, to be ufed as he deſerves, for the Barbarity 
he has practis'd on my Siſter. : | 

Sir Ant. With all my Heart, Sir, uſe him at your 
Diſcretion, my Houſe is free for you. D'ye hear, Stew- 
ard ? bid all my Servants be at the Captain's C ] 
— | ſhould have almoſt ſworn it had been ſhe; | 
Mr.. Scrape. I give you many Thanks for̃ this Favour, 

and ſhould be glad to ſerve you with my Sword. 

Sir Ant. You honour me, ,Sir. Fetch down Scrape 
and his Man. Ill go dreſs, and wait on you immediate- 

ly. I beg you'll command my Houſe. [¶ Exit Sir Ant. 

Mrs. Scrape. You are very generous and obliging. — 
So, thus far I have acted the Captain well enough. 


Enter Scrape and Timothy, 


Serj. Oh! here are the Raſcals, Captain! 
Mrs. Scrape. Which is Scrape? that old Fellow! 
= Scrape. Look, Timothy, was ever any one ſo like my 
E gamn'd Wife? O Lard! 'tis her Brother to be ſure, by 
, the Deſcription. 9 

Mrs. Scrape. Is your Name Scrape? 

* Scrape. Her very Voice too, Timothy ! 

Mrs. Scrape. Speak, you Raſcal! Are you that damn'd | 
Fellow, Scrape, that marry'd my Siſter ? — My Name 
Bros. | Scrape. 


* 
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Scrape. I did marry one Bevil; and, if I did not ſee 
you in this Accoutrement, l ſhould take you for her. 

Mrs. Scrape. Her! had you done me ſuch Injuries as 
ſhe has fſuffer'd thouſands from you, I had cut your 
Throat long ſince; but you know, old villainous Mur- 
derer, I am not ſhe; I have been at her Houſe, ſhe's 
miſſing, and I doubt not but you have kill'd her, and, if 
ſhe is not immediately found, I'll have your Blood for it. 

Scrape. Ha! um! It muſt be he. 1 murder her ! 
Heavens, forbid ! ſhe run away from me, and I believe is 
in this Houſe playing the Whore with Sir Aut bon. 

Mrs. Scrape. Villain, thou ly'ſt! [She canes bim. 
I know her Virtue 3 all thy damn'd Generation put toge- 
ther have not half her Honeſty. ALT 

Scrape. What will become of me? I tremble all over! 
'Tis he, I heard his Drums beat yeſterday. 

Mrs. Scrape. I ſee your Conſcience ſmites you; had 
not ſhe been murder'd, ſhe'd have come to ſome of her 
Relations, Prepare, old Viper, and pray, for thou haſt 
not a Quarter of an Hour to live, upon my Honour. 

Tim. Good Sir, let me go; if ſhe be kill'd, Heaven 
knows I had no Hand in her Murder. 

Mrs. Scrape. Sirrah, ſtay, or I'll knock your Brains 


out. (Canes bim. 

Tim. [I ſee it is her Brother, by his hard ang he 
had a great Kindneſs for me. 

Mrs. Scrape. Kneel and pray, or, by Heav'n, I-II kill 
you before you prepare. | 

Scrape. I cannot pray, I cannot prepare. What have 
I done? 

Mrs. Scrape. Murder'd my Siſter ; or, ſhe has been 
ſo abuſed by you, that nothing but your Life ſhall ſatisfy, 
I'll do my Country the good Service to rid it of ſuch a 
Monſter, however. 


Tim. Take your Courſe, — If he was dead, I ſhould 


eat again. 


Mrs, 2255 1 I'll ſtay no longer have at you, 
[Offers at him. 
= Scrape, 
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4; Scrape. Hold, hold! ſweet Sir! good Brother Capikin, 
do but adjourn the Execution till I go home and ſettle 
my Affairs, and Pl] wait on you again. 
Mrs. Scrape. No, Villain, thou ſhalt die now: At ye— 
Scrape. Oh Heavens! I cannot endure it. I cannot 
pray. Do not murder my Soul; I have been a great Sin- 
ner; have wronged many young . and 2 
leſs Widows. 

Tim. And ſtarv'd your Servants, | 

Scrape. Beſides, upon the Word of a dying Man, your 
Siſter ran away from me; I lock'd her up indeed, to 
fave the Honour of your Family, for ſhe is a moſt ala. 

cious Woman. 

Mrs. Scrape. He angers me to the Quick, with that, 
Thou ly'ſt, old Dotard, thou dy'ſt for that. 
[ Offers again at bim 

Scrape. Oh! hold, hold! Let me but live to repent 
awhile; I do confeſs I have wrong'd her. 

Serj. Hold, Sir, ſpare his Life. 

2 Thank you, good Sir. 

Mrs. Scrape. Diſſuade me not. 

Scrape. Hold, hold! my Man can tell you ſhe ran 
away. 

Tim. She did indeed; I help'd her Eſcape ; 3 the had 
reaſon to run 1'faith |! 

Serj. Hear me, good Captain; your Recruits are not 
full yet; he ſeems to be a luſty old 8 and can 
carry Arms yet. | 

Mrs. Scrape. Say you ſo? 

Scrape. What a Devil fays he? Arms! that's as bad. 

Mrs. Scrape. If you think ſo, take him to your Co- 
ſtody. When he's in Flanders, if I hear not of my 
Sitter i in a reaſonable Time, Il] kill him. In the mean 
time 1! put him into the Van on all Occaſions. 

Scrape. Sir, Sir! why Captain! noble Captain! I'm 
a moſt hideous Cownrd ; 3 1 ſhall run —_— and ſpoil all 
your Men. 

Mrs. Scrape. If you do, I'll hang you. No reſiſting! 


Here, take a Shilling. Scrape. 
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Scrape. I muſt confeſs, I bave a great Reſpect for a 
Shilling I never could refuſe one in my Life, © 

Mrs. Scrape. Enroll his Name, and put on his Coat. 

Scrape. Now, I hope, you'll Jet me go upon my Fa- 
role, to furniſh myſelf with Neceſſaries. 

Serj. No, we'll furniſh you; you are liſted now; and 
if you run from your Colours, you'll be thot or hang'd, 
con to Law. 


Scrape. Heav'n! what am I condemn'd to? But there 
5 Law, and 1 have Friends. c | 

Mrs. Scrape. You lie, Sirrah ! you have no Friends 3 
and for Law, I'll let you know that Inter Arma ſilent 
Leges. Put a Coat on his Man doo liſt band's, there's a 
Shilling. | 

Tim. W hat mall I do? Lama vite Coward! I'm as 
much afraid of Guns as Indians or Wild- beaſts are. 

Serj. Come, Sirrah! put it on. What's your Name? 

Tim. My Name is Timothy. | 

Mrs Scrape. Carry them into the Court, and reach them 
the Uſe of their Arms; bars 90 hear, Serjeant? be 
within Call. Exit Mrs. Scrape. 
4 Come, honeſt Comrade, Scrape, give me thy 

and. 

Scrape. Pox o* your Comradeſhip1 I deſire no ſuch baſe 
Company. Did ever 1 think to be Comrade with ſuch 
a Fellow ? 

Tim, Now muſt I learn to lie rough, filch Linnen, 
ſteal Poultry, lie with a Sutler's Wife, and be louſy. Now, 
Maſter, give me your Hand ; we are Comrades too. 

Scrape. Rogue, I ſhall live to remember you. What 
ſhall I do? All my Writings will be embezzled ; I ſhall 
be utterly ruin'd ; my Mortgages loſt z my 3 con- 
ceal'd, Oh! 

Tim. Fear not, Sir; you'll live better upon Eight ⸗ 
pence a Day than ever you did; I make no doubt bus 
you'll fave Money at the Year's End to put out to Uſe : 
For my Part, Pm glad I ſhall wear Cloaths, and eat. 

Scrape. Now, Serjeant, your Captain's gone; honeſt 
Comrade, tis n your "a to oblige yourſelf and me 


very 
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very much; Ill give you ten Shilling, and boar own 
again, if you'll let me eſcape. 
' Scrape. T'll give you Eleven, good . do. 
Serj. No, no, Pl! not be caſhier'd for you. | 
Scrape. Caſhier me, I'll give you twelve Shillings, 
Serj. Go out, I ſay, or PII fend you. | 
8 P11 give thirteen; have you no Mercy in you? 
Serj. Out, or I knock you down. The Rogue bids for 
his Liberty as if it was Stock at welve-pence a Gleek, 


- 


Enter Sir Anthony, Mrs. Scrape, Gayly and F reeman, | 


Gayly. Was there ever ſuch a Likeneſs as between the 
Captain and his Siſter? - 
2 It is prodigious! This i is a very effeminate Man 
to look to; and they report him to be a brave Fellow. 
Mrs. Scrape. You oblige me beyond Return. 
Sir Ant, I have often heard of your Worth, and am 
happy in this Opportunity of knowing you. My Houſe 
is a Houſe of Freedom, pray command it. If you have 
a Mind to a handſome Wench, as it's no great Queſtion 
in a young Officer, you ſhall have her. 


Enter Harriot, Charlotte, and Iſabella. 


Mrs Scrape. To us that have been in Camp, that's no 
ill Propoſal; and faith, Gentlemen, you ſhall find me 4 
Man at Arms in all Points. 

Sir Ant. In the mean Time here's my Miſtreſs, I but 
bar her; but the other two, if you can win 'em, do. 

M. Scrap. And faith, I'll try 'em; Pm reſolv'd to 
carry on the Frolick as far as it will go. [ Aſide. 

Sir Ant. This is the Captain that's fo like his Siſter. 

[Preſenting him. 

Hur. There's a | tg Reſemblance betwixt em. 

Lab. I never ſaw one fo like another, Days of my Breath, 

Char. He's a mighty pretty Man. 

1{ab. A fine Gentleman, as ever I ſaw. 


 Gayly. Hah! I like not theſe Proceedings. This bens 
leſs Officer will be too hard for us. 


' Free. Oh! theſe Wenches love a . with a Scarf 
er an Arſe- Belt, mightily. | Har. 
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| Har. My Dear, I have a Lawyer and Writings ready. 
or that Settlement thou wert pleas d to promiſe me, if if 
thou wilt diſpatch,it-now, not that I defire it, but in caſe i 
of Mortality; for while thou liveſt, I deſire nothing but 
thee, and when thou art dead "will do me little Good, 
for I ſhall ſcarce out- live thee ; ſo I am very indifferent, 
do as thou wilt. 
Sir Ant. No. — Come, my Dear, PII diſpatch it now. 
Sir, your Pardon for a Moment. [ Exit Sir Ant. and Har. 
Gayty. Pr'ythee let's withdraw, and obſerve 'em a little. 
Free, Sir, we'll wait on you ſuddenly; in the mean time 
we'll leave the Ladies with vou. [ Exit both. 
Mrs. Scrape. Your Servant. Theſe Ladies; I humbly 
conceive, are Whores, or they would not be here. 
How. the Duce ſhall I talk to *em both? [ Afide. 
Iſa. Well, he's the prettieſt Man that ever was born. 
Car. You cannot have been long a Soldier, you are 
ſo young and ſmooth-fac'd. 

Mrs. Scrape. I have no Youth, but what's at the Lady? 8 
Service. | 
Jab. Pray, what Manner of Ladies have you beyond- Seat 
Mrs. Scrape. Not half ſo pretty as the Engl 05 Ladies. 
Lab. How do they make Love? 
Mrs. Scrape. Faith, Madam, we fall aboard as faſt as 
we can, Thus, and thus, [ Kiſſes em] and thus, and thus, 


[ Again. | 
Chart. Hold, hold! Sir, you're very brisk. 
Jab. Well, he's a pretty good - natur d Thing, 1 war- 
O I rant him. 
. Char. Have you been in Battles? I ſee you're valiant. 
Mrs. Scrape. Yes, many; I have been ugd to Fire and 
. Smoke, and Cannon, Tells of Matrons, Groans of dy- 
ing Men, and cannot boggle at a Lady: As for Example. 
. Kies Kain. 
Jab. He's a gallant Officer, no doubt. 8 
| Char. You are a rare Man! you think to ſtorin a Lady, 
d. and carry her by Fire and Sword, I warrant. | 
Mrs. Scrape. | To Char. ] My Time is but ſhort ; I wiſh 
I were rid of her, that 1 might tell you how much I love 
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you; and if you wor'dr't believe my Words, to then | 


it by my Actions. g 
Char. Lou flatter me. I'm infinitely pleas'd with this | 
Ca tain. f 


Jab. Captain, one Word with you. 

Mrs. Scrape. [To Iſabella.] Dear. pretty Creature, hol 
you tranſport me! If yon Lady was abſent, I have ſuch 
a Paſſion to diſcloſe to you! — Tres 


Enter Freeman and Gayly. 


Tb. A moſt admirable Man ! Sir, I ſhould be fory 
to be thought ungrateful. 
Gayly. What a Condition are we in? Sheart! they'll W | 
raviſh him! 
| Free. Theſe Wenches are lark sd after ſmooth*-fac'd, M | 
Ageing Fellows, let them be ever ſuch Puppies. 
rs. Scrape. | To Char. ] Dear, pretty Rogue, you're 
the ſweeteſt Creature I ever ſaw, and the moſt dilagree- 
able; I wiſh we were alone. 
Char, You compliment me. He's a ebe Man! 
What a Mein he has! 
Jab. By your Leave, ſweet Captain, I fancy you had 
little Reſiſtance from the Ladies in Flanders. 
Mrs. Scrape. I ſhould be overjoy'd to meet none from 
dhe were we alone. 
Jab. Are we not uncivil to leave Madam Harrio alone! 
I you'll go to her, I' come preſently. 
Char. I am not to be taught Civility by you, good 
Madam; go yourſelf. 
ab. Nor 1 to be taught by you, an you go to that. 
 Gayly. Very fine! they*ll fight for him by and by. 
Char. But, Captain! 
Jab. I'll tell you, Captain! 
Char. Is that Breeding, Madam, to ine cue one in 
Speaking? 
Jab. Tell me of Breeding! There has Mack ſome Dit- 
ference, I hope. 
Char. Yes, to my Advantage, tho, S'life, your Breeding! 
Free. We are like to have pretty conſtant Miſtreſſes if 
wie get em. Mrs, Scrape. 


1 FX 


te '\PRODIGAL 33 
Mrs. Scrape. $0, I'm a pretty Fellow; I have got the 
Hearts of both, and now fear I ſhall find it harder to 

get rid of them, 


Char. Confident Creature ! 1 wonder at your Imperti- 
nence. 

Re ws Thou art below my Anger, faucy Thing; 1 know 
thee: 

Mrs. Scrape. Nay, Ladies, hold, let this go no far- 
ther; I am an Officer, and muſt prevent Miſchief, i'faith. 

Jab. At your Command, good Captain, I ſhall deſiſt. 

Char. In your Preſence, ſweet Captain, i ſhall ſay no 
more, [Gayly and Freeman appear. 

Gayh. Tis Time to appear, this young Fellow elſe will 
have them both. / 
com What, at Wars, Lady ? vou are a happy Man, 

tain. 

Go. And a brisk one at a Woman, I fee that. 

Mrs. Scrape. We that come from the Camp are pretty 
ſharp ſet, _ ſeldom over baſhfu]. 

Goh. I ſee, Madam, you can be gracious to the Cap- 
tain, tho? are cruel to me. 

Char. What, becauſe I ſhew a little outward Civility's ; 
tho* he's the prettieſt Gentleman I ever law! But, * 
tain, as we were ſayin | 

Gayly, Very fine! 

Free. I ſee you are moſt infinitely taken with the e Cap- 
tain 3 but I cannot get a good Look of you. 

Jab. Lord! wou'dn't you have one well bred to a 
Stranger? But, Captain, you were ſaying ſomething to 
me eben now. 

Gayly, This is excellent; I ſee we muſt rout the Cap- 
tain, or loſe the Wenches. 

Free. Pox on all theſe whiffling young Officers! all the 
Whores run mad after em; and a good ſubſtantial 
Whore-maſter cannot keep one in quiet for m. 

Enter 855 Anthony. 

Sir Ant. Captain, your humble Servant; there's a Col- 
lation without waits you, and my Friends here; 4 beg 
the Favour of your Company. | 5 | 
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Mrs. Scrape. 1 will but ſee how my two new Soldiers 
are diſpos'd of, and I'll wait on my Don' t "Tay for me, 
I beſeech you. 

Sir Ant. Ladies! do you retire, there may. be drinking, 
Jab. Your Servant, ſweet Captain. 
Char. Your humble Servant, good Captain. 
 T[ Exit all but Mrs. Scrape, 
Mrs. Scrape. What ſhall I do amongſt them, I cannot 
drink; yet I have ſome Curioſity to ſee what it is that 
_ charms Men to fit up whole Nights at Eating Houſes and 
_ Taverns! What a Farce will this be when JI am dif- 
ee) Poor Wenches ! how n y hat 4 diſap- 
point em. [Exit 


Enter Sir Anthony, -Gayly, 'F reeman, Sir Toby, 
| Bounce, and Bluſter. 


Sir Ant. Come, Sir Toby | we're going to caroule, 
are you ready for a Bottle ? 


Sir Toby. Ready ! I warrant you! 1 have lain rou 
and recruited, I need leſs Baiting than a Carrier s Horle; 
we'll be merry, and roar extremely. 7 


Enter Mrs, Scrape and Serjeant. 


Sir Ant. Take your Cburſe Captain, your moſt 
humble Servant. Sir Toby, this is the Captain you heard of. 

Sir Toby, I know him, and ſhan't forget to drink his 
Health in a Bumper, by and by; what! a luſty Bottle 
will bring us acquainted, I warrant you. 

. Mrs. Scrape. Sir Anthony, I ſhall deſire my Liberty 3 
Wine does not agree with me, I never drink hard, 

_ Sir Ant. Every Gentleman is free in my Houſe, 

Sir Toby. Hey! we ſhall have fine Work indeed, 
No 9 Devil, a W an and can't drink! can you 
whore 


Mrs. Scrape. So, ſo; well enough for a young Be- 


ginner. 


Sir Toby. Not drink! heart! a Man is not fit for a 


Captain that cannot drink! ſhall I ask yo a . 
can 2 fight? 
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Sir Ant, Hold, good Sir Toby, no bullying here. 
Mrs. Scrape. You had belt try, if you dare; $'death | 
what a W r was there? Scoundrel ! this Company 
preſerves thy Life. pe OR. 
Sir Toby. I have done, I have done; ha ! Bounce, he's 
damn'd ſtout, I believe. AY 
Mrs. Scrape. 1 could tell thee Actions I have been in 
would freeze thy Blood to hear of! Fight, quoth'a ! 
can*ſt thou fight up to the Knees in Blood? at Mid-night, 
with no other Light than what the Guns make, with 
Shot like Hail about thy Ears; clamber over Mountains 
of dead-Bodies, and fight thy Way to a General's Tent, 
and bring the General Priſoner thro? all his Myrmidons ? 
hah! Un * 
Sir Toby. Sir, I beg your Pardon; J believe it. He's 
a plaguy ſtout Fellow, 
Mrs. Scrape. Tisn't your beſt Way to queſtion it. 
Can you lead up your Soldiers to a Wall and ſcale it, 
when Bullets, melted Pitch, and Sulphur rain upon you? 
Fight! the Man ne'er liv'd that ask*d me that Queſtion 
et. 
: Sir Toby. S'heart, he'll cut my Throatz—Sir, I beg 
your Pardon, I fay, | | Ln 
Sir Ant. Come, Captain, *tis enough; we'll have. a 
Song. pd | 8 
Mrs. Scrape. With all my Heart; I'll call my Serjeant 
to ſing one. | | 


$0 8 


Hark! hark! the Trumpet ſounds to War, 
Rouſe all ye Petit-Maitres, 
Who lear, and toſs, and ſmirk, begar, 
Like ſome French Fidlers Daughters : 
Who travel raw to France and Rome, 
To learn de pretty Fancy; 
Then rotten-ripe come cap ring home, 
Sirs, Alamode de France. 
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bo truck for foreign Modes and Vice We 
TDTuou native Worth and Grandetr,, 
Aud grow extotick in a Trice, T 
4A, Hottentot, or Pandour. 
You that on Frogs and Toad. ſtools feaſt, 
Aud baniſh Beef the Table, 7 
A Reptile had out-ſwoln the Beaſt, 
In fpite of Fatt and Fable. 
Good Beef no more, nor Pudiing out, 
Nor flight your Wine o Barley; 
Such ever made the Britons ſtout, 
And Frenchmen beat a Parley 
Such hence made mighty Julius fy, 
Hlis Legions ſwift retreating ; 
Who, drub*d, ner dreamt of Vittory, 
But triumph'd for a Beating. . 
Den chuſe, you Chits, which Side to late, 
- There needs no Heſitation;, ,- 
Here, Fame and Foriune lie at Stake, 
There, Fooleries and Faſhion. | 
Defiance bid ta France and Rome 
With Britiſh Refolution 5 
It's time to learn to live at home, 
And guard the Conſtitution. I 2 
Sir £0, 0p? Pox; this is a pretty mulical Buſi- 
* oes not make a Man merry. I'll ſing you 8 
ng. 


\ 
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bove ſomebody, I love nobody, 

Somebody, nobody, acarily, &c, 
Ha! I think this is well, hah? | 
rh Scrape. Bravo ! a merry Fellow; give me thy 

and. F* [oa | 

Sir Toby. Jam your humble Servant to command; I 
love a brave Fellow. | 

Mrs. Scrape. Come, Gentlemen J have provided ſome 
Entertainment for you; you ſhall ſee my two new Sol- | 
diers Exerciſe z fetch em in, Serjeant, [Exit , 
3 | - off 
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Sir Ant. You have found out an admirable Way to 
e an old cowardly Uſurer, to make a Soldier of him. 
Mrs. Scrape. 1 warrant I'll plague him e' er I have 


done, 
Enter Serjeant with Scrape and Timothy. 


Scrape. Well, there's Law, Sir——yet J ſay. 

Mrs. Scrape. S'heart, does he talk of Law again? 
Knock him o' the Head. | 

Scrape. Hold! hold! I fay no more.” ; 

Ars. Scrape. Next Tide he takes Boat, and away for 
Flanders. .. 

Sir Toby. Oh! honeſt Scrape ! art thou turn'd Soldier? 
thou art a good hopeful Musketeer of thy Age. 

Bluſter. A pretty old Fellow, and ſtands luſtily under 
a Musket. 

Bounce. A brave old Soldier, i' faith! hell out-face a 
Cannon, I warrant. ; 
 Scrape. What's all this to you, you Concombs 2—Well,. 
: of out- live all theſe Rogues; and it may turn to my 

Mrs. Scrape. Order your Arms. [#9 poiſe their Mus. 
tets.] Did you ever ſee ſuch Raſcals? order your Arms 
thus — ſet em down; take that, to make you remember 
another time, [be canes em. 

Scrape. I muſt fuffer, there's no Remedy. | 

Mrs.:Scrape. Poiſe your Muskets. ; 

' Tim. What a Devil muſt we do now? + 

Mrs, Scrape. Poiſe your Muskets; thus, you Raſcals. 
Pox on you, for dull Rogues. [Strikes em again, 

Scrape, Well, ſo we do; what a Devil wou'd you 
have? Paiſes bis Musket with both Hands. 

Mrs. Scrape, What, with bath Hands? h 

Serj. In one Hand, thus. 

Zim. Well, thus then. 

Mrs. Serape. Shoulder. 3 
[They put em on the wrong Shouldey. 
Sexy. nk on the wrong Shoulder. 

Mrs. & On the vie Shoulder, ** Blockheads 5 
vou have les Senſe than Poſts, | 

Scrape. 
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Scrape. Ay, I am fo dull, you had better let me go. 

Mrs. Scrape. I'll make you do it — Shoulder, I fay, 
march. 

Scrape. Thank you, Sir, with all my Heart that : We 
will march. [They lay down their Arms, and offer to go, 

Mrs. Scrape. Is that your marching? Take up your 
Arms, Rogues, Il! run you through elſe: Take em up, 

I fay. Canes em. 

Scrape. Well, well, what a Devil would you have, 
did you not bid us march ? 

Mrs. Scrape. I'll march ye before the Mouth of a 
Canon, before I have done. 


Scrape. Oh, damn'd Tyrant! I muſt try to compound 
with him. 


Sir Ant, This is admirable Diſcipline, indeed. n 


; Enter Steward. 


Stew. Sir T. by, Mr. Bounce, and Mr. Blufter, take Care, 

and ſhift for yourſelves. There are threeſcore Bailiffs 
waiting for you in the Street ; they have beſet the Houle 
round, that there is no Poſſibility of eſcaping. 

Sir Toby. O Heaven! what ſhall I do? If I be once 
carried to Goal, I ſhall lye and rot there: Hold, let 
me ſee, 

Bluſter, We ſhall ſtarve if we go to Priſon. 

Bounce. Let us think of ſome Way, they are too many 

for us to beat. 

Sir Toby, Captain, if you will do us the Favour to 


ſend for three red Coats, and own us for your Soldiers, 
we may eſcape. 


Bluſter. A rare Way! 

Bounce. An excellent Way! good Captain, favour. us. 

Mrs. Scrape. Serjeant, a Bundle of red Coats here; 
but I cannot, in Honour, paſs you for my Soldiers, un- 
leſs you be ſo.—If you will take each a Shilling of me, 


and be liſted, you may; otherwiſe I can do you no good. 
' Sir Toby, 7; 


Bluſter. "> With all our Hearts. 


Bounce. AE 
Enter 
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2 B Enter Serjeant with red Coats, | 


Mrs. Sera pe. There's Twelve- pence a- piece. gene, 
take their Names. I ſhall order them too I'll teach 
em to roar and bully up and down the Town. Get 
their Coats and Bandeleers on. 

Tim. Come on, Comrades, Fellow- Soldiers, give me 
your Hands all, — the more the merrier. 

Si Toby. How now, ſaucy Rogue! Do you long 
very much for a broken Head? — So, how do theſe Ac- 
coutrements become us? 

Gayly. O rarely. You are the fierceſt Soldiers I have ſeen. 

Sir Toby. Now, noble Captain, well march index your 
Command, 


Serape. A Soldier muſt I be 7 Here's Com any for 


the Devil. 7 
Mrs. Scrape. Come, we'll go into the Court-yard; 
there I'll exerciſe ye, and ſend for k the Head - bailiff, and 
let him know you are my Soldiers. 
Sir Toby. Very well, I vow, that will do rarely. 


Sir Ant. Come, Gentlemen, in the mean Time, well 


to the Women. Your Servant, Captain. 
[ Exit Sir Anthony, Gayly, and Freeman. 
Mrs. Scrape. Your Servant. Was &er Delign ſo well 


begun, and hopefully carried on? They all take me for 


my Twin- brother. 

Serj. I, that know you both, don't wonder at it. 

Mrs, Scrape: Come, Soldiers, march, march, I fay. 
Exeunt, 

A War abroad! when Feuds domeſtick riſe! 

All States have held their nobleſt Exerciſe ; 

To breathe, to bleed, give noxious Humours vent, 

New Edge the Laws, give Pow'r an eaſy Bent; 8 

And all Eftates unite, and Int'reſts all cement. 
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Enter Sir Anthony, Gayly, and Freeman. 


c99P R'ythee, Sir Autbony, let's not leave off our 
Debauch, but drink on: We have juſt wound 
ourſelves up, and tun d our Inſtruments, and now we give 
over playing. 

Free. Tis b de wou'd as ſoon turn my Back 

on the Woman I lov'd, juſt when I had gotten her Con. 
ſent, as leave my Bottle now. 
Sir Ant. I do confeſs I am an Epicurean in this, * 
in every Thing. I'd go no farther than the pleaſing of my 
Senſes: 1 wou'd have juſt ſo much Wine as would give 
me an Appetite to Woman, and juſt ſo much Woman 
as would give me a Deſire to Wine. 

Gayly. Aſter a Bottle and a half, the Man that cries 
FF der, is my Foe. 

Free. This has but rais'd me. 

Sir Ant. Faith, Gentlemen, we have kad the beſt of 
. e > we have. drawn off the Spirit, and what re- 
mains is Flegm. * 

Gayly. We have but juſt Kindled the Fire, and you 
wou'd put it out. 7 

Sir Ant. Rather than that ſhould put me out, 

Free. No, twill make our Souls burn clearer. _ 

Sir Ant, We Northern People, that want the Sun 
without, ought to put good Store of Wine, and create 
A Sun within us. 

Free. That's right, to our Cellary again, 

Sir Au. * Tis pleaſant while it's Flood; but we ebb 
and grow dull, after a little while. 

Gayly. Pr 'ythee don't think to ſimilize us out of our 


Bott] es. 
Sir Ant. 
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Sir Ant. Nay, if you be reſolv'd, you ſhall find m 
ung 

Free. 1 knew he'd come too at laſt: Bur thou art fach 

a jilting Drunkard. 


Enter Steward. * | 
Stew, I bring you News, will ſtop you in your Career | 
of Mirth — I can ſcarce tell it for weeping. | 

Sir Ant. What means the Fellow? | 

Stew. I little thought to ſee this Day. 22 

Sir Aut. A Pox of your ert out with your 
diſmal News. 

Stew. All your Land in Eſer | is extended by your 
Creditors, and your Furniture, the richeſt i in the Coun- 
try, all ſeiz d upon. 

Sir Ant. W hat does the Fool ſay ? 

Stew. I would you had ta'en the Fool's Advice, it 
hadn't been thus. I remember when my old Maſter 
purchas'd it, and little thought I ſhou'd ſee. it go out of 
the Family again; but now there's no Remedy; for all 
the Land you had free, you have this Day ſettled on Four 
Miſtreſs———Whore. 

Sir Ant. S' Death! is this true, thou tell'ſt me? 

Stew. Too true, wou'd to Heaven it were not! Your 
Bailiff, who is turn'd out of Poſſeſſion, is come up with 
the News: And all this Money is ſpent upon Rogues 
and Whores. You have taken up Commodities upon 
3 moſt of which you ſold again for half the 

alue 

Sir Ant. This is ſurprizing News! What a Damp it 
has ſtruck upon we! begin to come to myſelf now. 

Steward, Naa 2 good Chriſimas has my old Maſter 
kept there; and muſt it now be parted from his Family? 

Sir Ant. Gentlemen, my Friends, if you' would oblige 
me ſo much as to be bound with me for a Sum of Mo- 
ney, to ſtop theſe ravenous Creditors? Mouths, for the 
preſent, I'll fell my Timber, and redeem my Houſe and 
Lands afterwards, and ſecure you in the mean Time. 

Gayly. How, Sir! be bound! Your Steward ſays, you 
have no Land to give Counter-Security wich. I ſhou'd 
be glad to ſerve you, | Fa 
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Free. I'll venture my Life for you, 8 you 

mad me; but, for being bound, you muſt excuſe | 
me. I have taken an Oath againſt that; beſides, i we | 
| wou'd, you cannot give Counter-Security. _ 

ö Sir Ant.” Sol this is the World, 1 find ; yet I was un- 

. * willing to believe the Companions of all my Pleaſures | 
and Extravagancies, who have help*d to ſpend me fo 
many Thouſands, could have deſerted me : But, I thank 
ye, Gentlemen, for clearing my Underſtanding ; tis - 
time to be ſober now; Pll try ſome other way. 
A deſperate [ll muſt have a deſperate Cure, 

Exit Sir An y. 

| Stew. So! what is become of my Employment? Ti 
not Worth above ſix Hour's Purchaſe, — That I ſhou'd 
live to ſee this [ Exit. 

Gayly. So, here ends all our Revelling i in this Hows | 

this is a ſudden Turn! 

Free. Beyond Expectation What 3 Coxcomb he was 

to run out fo! 

Gayly: Indeed I never thought he had much in him; 
but this was ſuch a Folly, I am aſhamed of him! | 
1 Free. I'd leave him this Moment; but Jabella runs fo 
in my Mind. I muſt have her, tho I keep —— 

Gayly. Pm in the ſame Taking with Charlotte ; but 

we muſt watch 'em well, I ind, or they'll go Kade. ä 
| Exeun 
Enter Mrs. Scrape and Charlotte. ö 
- Mrs: Scrape. S'life! What ſhall I do? Theſe Wenches 


will over-run me! 
Char. Dear Captain, I muſt confeſs, for all my Mo- 
deſty, that I'm tranſported with the Aſſurance of your 
Love: I am not aſham'd to ſay, you are the firſt that 
ever won my Heart, and ſhall be the laſt to whom [ll 
ive it. 
7 Mrs. Scrape. And tis a Treaſure ru never part with D 
Come, ſeal the Promiſe with a Kiſs. 
Char. O thou ſweet Creature! I can deny thee nothing. 
Mrs. Scrape. We're ſo watch'd 7 that troubleſome 
ene. Vabella. Cbar. 
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Char: This Houſe is large, and if, in an Hour, you'll 
meet me at the further End of the long Gallery, there's 


a Room with Windows cloſe ſhut, where we may diſ- 
courſe further of our Love. 


Mrs. Scrape. Diſcourſe! No, no; I'm too ſharp ſet 
for that. I ſhall fo kiſs thee! 


Char. Well, thou'rt a pretty Rogue, I yow. f Exit Char. 
Enter Iſabella. 


Mrs. Scrape. O! my dear ſweet one! now that mali- 


cious Woman's gone, I can tell thee how much I love thee. 
Jab. Me! why, did you kiſs her then ? 
Mrs. Scrape. She wou'd kiſs me; but 1 ſhall make 
ſuch an Aſs of her! 
Tab. Nay, but will you tho', dear Captain! ? 
Mrs. Scrape. Will 1? why, I hate her; methinks 
ſhe's ugly. 
Jab. Indeed, I think ſhe's not handſome) that is the 
Short and the Long 0 
Mrs. Scr 


2M thou art an Angel to her. 
[ Kiſſes ber. 
Jab. Nay, be quiet now; I vow, you make me bluſh. 


Yet I cannot help telling you, that you are the Prone 
Man I ever ſaw. 


Mrs. Scrape. Thou know'ſt not half that's in Set 
We're watch'd now; but meet me in an Hour in the 
dark Room, at the further End of the Gallery, and you 
ſhall find me a Lion. 

1/ab. And you wou'd have me your Lamb then. Well, 
I'll meet, and venture you. Farewel. [ Exit Iſab. 

Mrs. Scrape. "Theſe are good, conſtant Turtles, theſe 
Kept-Ladies, I'll ſay that for em; and good Publick- 
ſpirited Men the Keepers, to maintain Women to wear 
Perfumes for the Ule of others. 


| Enter Serjeant. 
Oh Serjeant! what Effect of your Negotiation with 
my Husband ? 
geh Very little; for when I told him my Captain 
propos d to have the three thouſand Pounds his Siſter - 
brought, 


1 


\ 


Anceſtors. | 


him curſing in Deſpair. 
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brought, paid back again, or four hundred Pounds per 
Annum, as a ſeparate Maintenance, he ſtarted, ſtamp'd 
and ſtar'd like a Mad- man; bid me ſhoot him, or cut 
his Throat, rather than give him fuch Words. 

Mrs. Scrape. Indeed, that was very ill Language to him. 


Serj. I told him, at laſt, there was no other Compoſis- 


tion to be made, but he muſt next Tide to Flanders, to 


' fight for the Queen of Hungary; where he would be put 


upon the moſt deſperate Actions with Huſſars, and Pan- 


dours, or if he came off there, the Captain would certainly 


kill him for the Injuries he had done his Siſter ; fo I left 


Mrs. Scrape. *Tis a great Queſtion whether. he had 


rather die, or part with his Money; but I'll try one Ex- 


periment more, and if I cannot get it by Stratagem, 
away he goes with my Brother to Flander? | while I take 
Poſſeſſion of his Writings, and rob him; I'll exerciſe 
him firſt, and ſwinge the Bullies too. Have you the 
Muſqueteers ready. ns 
Serj. I have, 
Mrs. Scrape. Come on. | [ Exeunt, 


Enter Sir Anthony and Harriot. 


wh Sir Ant. I have ſearch'd you out, my Dear, to confet 
with you about ſomething that much concerns our Honour 


and our Love. | 
Har. And I am glad of this Occaſion, Sir Anthony, 
of telling you of ſome Things that much concern your 
Honour and your want of Love. D'ye think, Sir, Pl 
be valu'd at the Rate of common kept Miſtreſſes? * 
p Sir Ant, O Heavens! I have been a fine Coxcomb in- 
eed! Peg. 
Har. D'ye think, Sir, that I, who have fo conſcienti- 
ouſly kept myſelf yours, will ſuffer ſuch monſtrous De- 


bauchery in my Houſe? 


Sir Ant. Pray, Madam, how long has it been yours? 
Har. Oh! Sir, ever ſince you ſettled it; and now it's 
as much mine as if it had deſcended to me from my 


Sir 


41 


r —< A , % es dd ew gd 


- 
by 
a wm QDaht_N tel qt 


* © 9. <tr>. 


__ . 


. * 8 


n. PRO DIG A L. W 


Sir Ant, But to whoſe Bounty do you owe it, Madam? 

Har. Why, Sir, to your Love I N I ow'd it; 
and 2 own Faith and Conſtancy. 

. : Moſt excellent | 

1 a hs can you think, Sir, that I, kf facrific'd | 

myſelf to you without. the uſual Settlements in fuch Caſes, 
will, when I have gain'd that Point, ſuffer ſuch Diſorders 
any "longer i in my Houſe? 

Sir Aut. So! I have fool'd away my Eſtate then, and 
Liberty co-boot. O] curs'd Extravagance and want of 
Thinking 

Har. ol Sir, you have found. it out then! But you 
was too well-bred to think, or your Settlements. and 
Mortgages had not run away with your Eſtate thus! 
However, having ſuch a miſerable Inſtance before me, 
it's time for me to learn to avoid ſuch fatal Conſequences: 
Therefore, Sir, I ſhall inſtantly diſcharge your riotous 
Companions, thoſe filthy Whores, and even thoſe kept 
Miſtreſſes brought into my Houſe, ſo much againſt my 
Liking, that it even melts me into Tears to think you 
cou*d uſe me ſo unworthily. 


Sir. Ant. Madam, pray be pacify'd 6 your Houſe is 


' henceforth entirely under your own Direction; my Mis- 


fortunes have not only freed me from all my riotous 
Companions, but has fo far clear'd my Underſtanding, 
that I now much more regret the _ of my: Undoing, 


than the Conſequences. _ Farewell | Gorng. 


Har, Poor Gentleman | how his Misfortunes affect 


me n But pray, Sir Anthony, whither do you 


thin 
8 I know not yet; any where, but here; but 
from myſelf I find I cannot go. [ Going. | 
Har. Oh! Heaven be prais'd ! this is the Change I 
wiſh'd for! Pray ſtay, Sir; ſince ſo fine a Gentleman 
as Sir Anthony Wildwit has condeſcended to make a ſober 
Uſe of bis Senſes, I would do every Thing in my Power 
to make him happy. Here, Sir, Pl! give you this again; 
Giving back ber Sertlement] which late your Love or 
Bounty gave me; and un am to ä how. 1 [ 
Ove 
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Ke love you. And—now, Sir Anthony, farewel for=—eyer, 


Gomes, 
Sir Ant. Amazing Love! now I am loſt del fas 
Heroine, ſtay; oh! how ſhall I reward thee? you muſt 
not go. | [ Paufing. 
Har. Yes, Sir; now you can ſtay with Safety, I ſhall 
go; that Settlement gives you back, with this fair Houſe, 
a fine Eſtate in Surrey, and for myſelf, my little Fortune, 
left me by my Father, will fave me from Contempt, 
PII chuſe fome rural, ſafe Retreat, and paſs my future Days 
in Solitude, Once more, farewel. fo  [Gomg. 
Sir Ant. No, ſtay! it muſt not be; come to m 
Arms, my Heart beats to embrace thee, not as a Miſtrek 
now, but as my deareſt Wife, my trueſt Friend, and 
everlaſting Love. [ Embracing; 
Har. O, ſtay! Sir Anthony, conſider well; the World 
will uſe you ſcurvily for this, and fay you're ſtill but 
more extravagant. It muſt not be; farewel. 
7 | [ Going again. 
Sir Ant. Stay, deareſt Love! we'll damn the World in 
Turn; thou art ſuch a Friend, that for ten thouſand 


Worlds I wou'd not part with. We've ſtill a Fortune 


will ſupply all our real Wants; and, for ſuperfluities, 1 
have learn'd to live without them. Is it a Match? this 
Houſe ſhall ſtill be thine, and thou ſhalt govern it. 
Har. Sir, had I Millions, ſtill you might command 
me; but ſuch Returns are far above my Merit; hows 
ever, Sir, ſince you will have it fo, with Raptures I 
—_—_ | [ Exeunt, 


Enter Mrs. Scrape, Serjeant, Scrape, Timothy, 
Sir Toby, Bounce and Bluſter. 0 


Mrs. Scrape. Come, where are my Soldiers? I muſt 
loſe no Time, but exerciſe you often ; for we muſt enter 
upon Action as ſoon as we arrive in Flanders, © _ 
. I'm not for any Action, but Actions upon the 

e. 
M. Scrape. S' heart, does he mutter? tie him Neck 

and Heels. p 


Scrape, 
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Scrape. Hold! hold! you'll ſtifle me. Hold! 1 fay, 
Pl. obey. . | 


Sir Toby. Come, Captain, you have done enough with 
I ks now you have own'd us before the Bailiffs. Let us 


o now. | 
; Bluſter Good Bully-Captain, you over acted your 
Part tho' before the Bailiffs; you laid on too hard, 
Bounce. You broke my Head too; I don't uſe to put 
up ſuch Things. 
Mrs. Scrape. O, that was nothing; I muſt ke:p good 
Diſcipline. _. | | 
Sir Toby. No matter, let that 
2 us go in earneſt; I am weary of the Jeſt, it grows 
ſtale. | | ; 
Mrs. Scrape. No fooling, Sir; you have received the 
Queen of Zungarys Money and Cloaths; and Pll makes 
you know you are my Soldiers. Stand to your Arms all. 
Sir Toby. Hah! — — a Devil does he ſay? wy 
Mrs. Scrape. Handle your Arms all; damme ! what, 
am I diſobey*'d? Ill make you know your Officer. 


Bounce. *Ounds, if you ſtrike again, Pll draw. _ 

Bluſter. Out comes Poker, if you ſtrike once more. 

Mrs. Scrape. Nay, then have at you: Muſqueteers, 
make ready. | 


mean? [ Enter a File of Muſqueteers, 
Mrs. Scrape, Preſent. [ Beats *em. 
| Sir Toby. | | 
| Bounce. > Hold! hold! well obey. 

Bluſter. | 


Mrs. Scrape. $'death | you Dogs, no trifling with me; 
ſhall ſuch Raſcals as you think it enough to be drunk, 
and ſwagger, beat Bawds, kick Drawers, break Windows, 
and triumph in drunken Street Brawls, while we lie hard, 
ſuffer weary Marches, and fight all in Blood for our 
Country abroad ? hah ! : 

Sir Toby. Very fine, indeed! We've made a fine Bu- 


ſineſs on't. 
F 2 Bluſter. 
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paſs ; but now, Captain, 


[ Cudpels em. 


Sir Toby. Make ready? hah! what a Devil does he 


68 dle PRO DIG AI. 
Bluſter. Pox o' your Project, w we'd as good have been 
in the Bailiff *'s Hands. 
Bounce. This damn'd Captain- has ten Bullies in him. 
Sir Toby. Why, a little pitiful Fellow! I cue I 
cou'd ave beat two of him. 


Mrs. Scrape. Tie them Neck and Heels: Serjeant, 
ſee it done. 

Sir Toby. Nay, Captain, don't fool with us any more. 

Serj. You ſhall find it no fooling, 
| He, with the Musketeers, tie them Neck and Heels, 
All, Why, 1s the Devil in you? 

Mrs. Scrape. This! for Example; next Mutiny Pl 
hang you. Well, old Villain! do you reſolve to do 
my Siſter Right? 

Scrape. Ounds! part with three thouſand. Pounds; Pl! 
die firſt. 

Mrs. Scrape. And that thou ſhalt, by Heav'ns! nay 
more, ſhe ſhall take Poſſeſſion of thy Writings, thy 
Money, and thy Pawns, and ſatisfy herſelf. 

Scrape. How ! that's worſt of all. 

Bounce. . Good Captain, let us be unty'd, and well 

Bluſter. obey. 

Sir Toby. Prythte, dear Captain, do; I will obey ; I'll 
be a gentle Spirit, . 

Mrs. Scrate. Untie them. [ They untie them.) This is 
_ aall'da Receipt to tame a Bully. I ſhall ſhow you there's 

more than roaring goes to true Valour. — Come, handle 
your Arms! to the left! to the left! So, ſo, now march 
?em to their Quarters, here in this Houſe, and let a Cen- 
tine] be plac'd on every one of em. 

Serj, Come, march, [ They march off all but the Seri, 

Mrs. Scrape. ] do not find "4 this old Fellow molifies 
at all: Pll try one Experiment more on him, and if that 
tails, my Brother ſhall carry him off, for Flanders, in 


good earneſt, | [ Exennt, 
. Enter 1 abella. 

Jab. 'Tis full Time, ſure the Captain's there by this, 

| Goes in. 


Enter 


Th PRO DI GAL. 69 
Enter Charlotte. 


Char. The Clock has ſtruck 3 where is this dear, ſweet 


Captain ? | [Goes i in. 
Lab. Hah! — T hear a Noiſe of Some- body. Who's 


there? 
Char.” Tis I, my Dear, where are you? [ Both grope 


. ebout.} Here, give me your Hand. 


100 O, my ſweet Captain 
Char. Dear, dear Captain! l 
Char. Hah! What's this, a Woman 2 
Jab. Heaven! What's here, a Gown and Petticoat! 
Char. Mercy on's, who are you? 

Jab. What's that to you? a malicious Slut, to watch 
me, and ſpoil my Aſſignation. 

Char. Oh! thou poor envious Fool ! thy Aſgnation! 
Thou expect to meet the Captain, I know thee! 

Jab. I know you too, and wonder at your Aſſurance 
to expect the Captain. { Harriot I, ning. 
Har, I have trac'd\*em to this dark Room, and won- 
der what they want there. | 

Jab. The Captain appointed me to meet him at this 
Time here, about a little Buſineſs. - 

Char. Buſineſs! I know your Buſineſs ; but he has 
no ſuch Intention — Pr'ythee, be gone, I am to confer. 
with him, without being troubled with you. 

Jab. You confer ! 

Har. They're both here to meet the Captain, it ſcems, 

P11 fit 'em. I am the Devil come for you both. | 

UIn a hoarſe Voice. 

Both. Ah! | [They ſhriek, and run out. 


Enter Sir Anthony, in the Gallery, with a Parſon. 


Sir Ant. How now, my Dear! what's the Matter? 

Har. Ha, ha, ha! Oh nothing, but I have frighted the 
Ladies from an Aſſignation with the Captain. | 

Sir Ant, Madam, here's a Gentleman will enable me 
to ratify what was promis'd. Come, my Dear, let us diſ- 
patch Ke [ Exeunt. 


Emery © 


c Both together. 


7 
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Emer Mrs. Scrape in Homan's Clothes, Scrape, 
5 Timothy, and Serjeant. | 


© Serape. Oh, Heaven and Earth! is the perfidious Jade, 


my Wife, here? Was ever two ſo alike, in Face and Na- 


ture, as theſe accurſed Twins? 


If we can get home again together, thou ſhalt be as free 


Mes. Scrape. My Dear, look not thus ſtrangely, for 
I am fadly ſenſible of my own Raſhneſs, and my Bro- 
ther's Cruelty. 

Scrape. What's the Meaning of this? I will, if poſ- 
ſible, make uſe of her to get my Liberty, and go home, 
and then l'll murder her. | [ Ade. 

Mrs. Scrape. I am come full of Sorrow and Repen- 
tance, having been at my Brother's ever ſince my Eſcape, 
and not hearing of your Uſage till now; if you will 
pardon me, I will propound ſome Means for your Free- 
dom, and ge home and ſubmit wholly to your Pleaſure. 

Scrape. My deareſt Wife, now thou art thyſelf agen, 
I ſhall be glad to receive thee into my Arms. I think 
ſtrangling will be a very good Death for her, as can be. 

N ( Alde. 

Mrs. Scrape. My Brother, knowing my conjugal Af- 

fection might tempt me to try for thy Liberty, confin*d 


mee till now. But now we have no Time to looſe ; 


ſomething muſt be done to prevent this Voyage. 
Scrape. Dear Heart! I can never reward thee enough. 


as thou canꝰſt wiſh to be. - Let me ſee, a ſmall Knitting- 
needle under her left Arm, when ſhe's aſleep, will do the 
Buſineſs rarely. {[ Afide.] What can'ſt thou propound, 
dear Heart ? | | | 

Mrs. Scrape. Why, there's no Way left, but to ſeem 
to comply; for he's violently bent to have the Settlement 
of four hundred Pounds a Year, or the Sum of three- 
thouſand Pounds. 

Scrape. But why didn't you refuſe ſuch Impoſition. 


Ounds, I'll die firſt. [ Aide. 


Mrs. Scrape. So I did, but he grew enraged, and ſaid, 
if I was a Fool, he wou'dn*t, but would take as 
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of all your Wealth, in Truſt for me, and hurry you 
away to Flanders. | 

Scrape. Oh! Inhumane Devil! | 

Mrs. Scrape. Why, my Dear, if you ſhould ſign this 
Deed, as he talks on, I'm your Wife; Pl! give it you 
again when he's gone, my Dear. | 

Scrape. Why, wilt thou, Dear? — I'll give her Opium, 
that's beſt, then it can't be diſcover'd. [ Afide.] — Poor 
Lamb! give me a Kiſs; Pl! conſider on't. [Kiſſes her.] 
Oh! 'tis a dear Soul! Well, ſhe takes Opium, that's 
for certain, for I ſhall never reſt for her damn'd Brother, 
while ſhe lives. gies 

Serj. Go to your Quarters. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Gayly and Charlotte, Freeman and Iſabella. 


Gayly. If you don't find me as obſequious, and as kind 
a Keeper as the beſt of them TIER 75 
Char. I muſt confeſs you ſpeak reaſonably, and like a 
Gentleman, but I ſhall break Sir Nicholas's Heart. 
. Gayly. You've broken his Fortune already, and then 
it's no matter for his Heart. 
| Char. That indeed is undeniable; I can no longer re- 
fiſt you. | | _ 
Jab. J confeſs, you ſpeak ſo like a Gentleman, that 1 
cannot longer deny you. But Sir Toby will kill me 
if I leave him. | 
Free. Let me alone to defend the Heart 1 gain; be- 
ſides, he's undone, a beggarly Fellow; now going a Red- 
coat to Flanders. eee neee 
Jab. Indeed he has been extravagant, and I hate a 
Man that has run out his Fortune, I vow I do, with all 
my Heart. 


Enter Sir Nicholas Spottey. 


Sir Nich. Ah! my Dear, art thou there? I'm come 5 
at laſt. | 
Char. Get you gone, you impertinent Coxcomb ! muſt 
you interrupt me when I'm talking with a Gentleman? 
Sir | wy Well, well, ſay no more; I'II ſtand by 'til 
you have done. | | Enter 


A 
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Enter Sir Anthony, Harriot, Parſon, and Steward. 
Sir Ant. Call in all my Servants. Now all this Com- 


pany, take Notice, I am married to this Lady; here's 


the Canonical Officer that has joined us. 
Parſox. I did marry em as the Church appoints. 

_ Gayly. How! married! 
Free. To his Wench! | 
Str Ant. Gentlemen, you may wonder; but finding 


myſelf ſuddenly involved, and deſerted, you know, by my 


Friends, I thank em, I had no Way but to take out 
Letters of Repriſal againſt this She-pirate here, on whom 
my Extravagance had ſettled the only clear Eſtate I had; 
and ſhe, to her immortal Honour, proved a Friend, a gentle, 


kind, preſerving Friend! In ſhort, touch*d with a Senſe 


of my bad. Condition, ſhe generouſly gave me back her 
Settlement./ 


. 5 Amazing! give back her Settlement? 


| 


Sir Ant. Ay, was it not amazing? 
Harriet, I took it but on Truſt; *twas always yours, 


as is the Money I have ſav'd; which may, perhaps, re- 


deem ſome other Lands, and make us a more eaſy For- 
tune. 8 

Sir Ant. Tis a noble- minded Girl, and richer than any 
I could hope to marry. Then where's the Abſurdity for 


a Man to match and fit exactly a Woman he intends to 


pair with for Life, and yet be nice in fitting Cloaths, 

tho? but for a Seaſon. 5 

Jab. I wiſh your Ladyſhip Joy: Tis a great Ho- 

nour to our Function to have one of it ſo much adyanc'd. 
Char. I with your Ladyſhip much Happineſs; — but 

there's no Wife lives like one of us. * | 


Enter Mrs. Scrape, Serjeant, Scrape, Timothy, 
| Sir Toby, Bounce, and Bluſter. 


Mrs. Scrape. Sir Anthony, 1 have ſudden Orders to em- 
bark this Tide, and therefore came to wiſh you Joy, and 
take my Leave. | 

Sir Alt. 
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Sir Ant. Sir, I humbly chank you, and wiſh- you a 
good Voyage. 
Free. Now I deſire the Company to witneſs, that it is 


agreed betwixt this Lady and myſelf, that I am to have 
the ſole Uſe of her Perſon for the Conſideration of paying 


her four hundred Pounds a Year, and buying for her a 


convenient Coach. Is it a Match? 

4 It is a Bargain. 

Toby. Oh — confounded Jade! wilt thou 

leave me? 

Free. Good Words, Red-Coat. 

Mrs. Scrape. No Reflections upon the Cloth, Mr. Keeper. 

Gayly. And likewiſe, bear Witneſs, that chis Lady has 
made the ſame Agreement, on the ſame Conditions. 

Sir Nich. 1 forbid the Banes! there. 

Char. It is agreed. — Go, get you home, and live 
civilly with your Wife, and look after your Children, as 
an honeſt Man ſhouꝰ d. 

Sir Nich. Nay, I may thank you I did not ſo all along, 
[ „may. Where ſhall I hide my Head for Shame? I'II 
een wear a great Bag to ſlip over my Face, when I meer 
any one that knows me. [ Exit. 

Mrs. Scrape. Come, Serjeant, get the Barge ready. 

Scrape. What a Devil ſhall I do? If I ſeal that Deed, 
and ever get my Wife into my Cuſtody, PII have it agen, 
and her Life to-boot. 


Mrs. Scrape. Gentlemen and Ladies, your humble 
Servant. 


** Hold! hold! if there be no Remedy, I will 


Mrs. Scrape. Come on then, do't, and Þ1! releaſe you. 
Scrape. 1 deliver this as my Act and Deed. 
[Scrape /igns and ſeals. 


Sir Ant. With all my Heart. [They witneſs. 
Mrs. Scrape. So, now there remains another Thing; 
ou muſt releaſe theſe Gentlemen from the Riot at your 
ouſe ; well, I do releaſe em. 


G Tim, 


Mrs. Scrape. Come, Gentlemen, be plead to witneſs: 


> 
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Tim. Good Sir, do not releaſe me, for I ſhall be ſtarv'd 
with him. I had rather be kill'd with you. 

Mrs. Scrape. No, | retain you as my Servant. And 
now, Mr. Scrape, your much abus'd Wife is free, 
n Herſelf.] And thanks you for her Liberty. 

Scrape. O Devil! is it thee all this while? 

_ c What! a Woman 
Mrs. Scrape. Yes, Ladies, I am; but wiſh myſelf. a 
_ Man for your Sakes and my own. | 

Sir Ant. How this Miſtake was carried! 

Mrs. Scrape. I'll bring my Brother to thank you for 


all Favours to me, and then you'll miſtake as much. 


Scrape. Am I thus couzen'd ? I'll go home, and ſtarve 

myſelf to Death. The Devil take you all! 
[Exit Scrape. 

Sir Toby. Cudgell'd and beaten thus damnably by a 
Woman! I hope, She- captain, you'll releaſe us now ? 

Mrs. Scrape. Yes, go; Þll have no Bullies in my 
Company now. 

or ö Were ever Men ſo diſhonour'd as we ! 

Sir Toby. As for that Jade, Ill break her Windows 
every Night in the Year. 1 

Mrs. Scrape. Now, all ye Husbands, let me warn 106 
If you'd preſerve your Honours of your Lives, 
Neer dare be Tyrants o'er your Jawful Wives. 

Sir Ant. The Leſſons, Sirs, our labour'd Scenes diſcloſe; 
Shew firſt, that Trencher-F riends are real Foes; _ 
That Whores, when pamper'd, are fo prone to change, 
Their Cully-Keepers, ſcarce, can think it ſtrange: + 
That woful Want had follow'd wanton Waſte, 
Had not this Girl I kept, becauſe the Taſte, 
This Phoenix ! gen'rous prov'd, and ſav'd me at the laſt. 
But hence, let Prodigals ne er hope that they, 


Shall by ſome Miracle be fay*d, as in our Play. 
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Spoken by Mis F ENNY C IBB E R. 
/ 


ELL, Sirs ! — they ve done—and ſuch is Cuſtom's 
Force, © * | 

You expect, I doubt, th* modern ſecond Courſe ; 
The merry, motly Medly, ſo in vogue, 
Th* unmeaning, wou d-be-witty Epilogue ; 
That Cup, that Poiſons all the former Feaſt, 
Turns Tragedy to Farce, and Wit to Feſt. 
But ſuch an Epilogue, let who will make it, 
Thank Heav'n! I yet want Confidence to ſpeak it. 
Meer Ribbald Perineſs, and licentious Prate, 
T* abuſe the Fair, and ſcandalize the Great; 
The Feſt obſcene, ill- couch'd, and rudely ſtrong. 
And doubly ſhameful, from a female Tongue. 

Be it our Pride, 10 pleaſe by nobler Means; 
To ſpeak the Force of Shakeſpear's nervous Scenes 
Varying at Times, ſo your Indulgence hold, 
Or with the new, or the new-modePd old; 
Your Fudgment the Decree of Praiſe, or Shame, 
And your Delight, our End, and utmoſt Aim. 

From me, on whom your Favours ſtill have ſhin'd, 
Accept the Tribute of a grateful Mind ; 
Conſcious, I all the Praiſes you beſtorp, 
Not to myſelf, but your Indulgence ore; 
IWhoſe Kindneſs has &erlookd what &er was wrong, 
And cheriſh'd what was for Reproof too young: 
Nature's wild Notes, alone, untun'd or weak, 
Are all my Praiſe; tho* higher Fame to ſeek 
J have the warmeſt Heart, and worthieſt Cauſe, 
A Father's Happineſs, and your Applauſe. 
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BOOKS lately Publihed by J. Wa r Ts, at the Printing- Office 
in Wild-Court, near Lincoln -Inn- Fields; and are to be had 
of the Bookſellers of Town and Country. 


r 


ANTIQUITY EXPLAINED, and repreſented in Sculptures; by the Learned 
Father MONTFAUCON. In Ten Tomes. Tranſlated into Engliſh by 


David Humphreys; D. D. And Fellow of Trinity-College in Cambridge. 
And alſo the SUPPLEMENT, in Five Tomes, 


In QU ART O. 


PLUTARCHI Chærenenſis VITE PARALLEL, cum Singulis aliquot, 
Grzce & Latine, in Quinque Volumina diviſe, Adduntur Variantes Lectiones 
ex MSS, Codd. Veteres & Novæ, Doctorum Virorum Notæ & Emendationes, 
& Indices accuratiſſimi. Recenſuit AUGUSTIN US BRIANUS. 

DlON TSU LONGINI de SUBLIMITATE COMMENT ARIUS, Grzce: 
Quem nova Verſione donavit, perpetuis Notis illuſtravit, plurimiſque in locis, 
partim auctoritate optimorum Manuſctiptorum, partim conje&ura, emendavit 
ZACHARIAS PEARCE, A. M. Regiæ Majeſtati a Sacris Domeſticis, & c. 

P. TERENTII COMOEDIAE ad Exemplar FAERNIANUM a PETRO 
VICTORIO editum Anno 1565, Summa fide recenfitae. Lectotre ſemper 
monito, ubi a FAERNO diſceditur. In hac inſuper Editione verſuum genera 
diverſa diligenter indicata ſunt; quicquid vero in iis difficile aut impeditum, 
nova quadam methodo tam facile redditur, ut quivis\ftatim intelligar. Ac- 
cedunt FAERNI emendationes integrae, & quae alia erant in editione VIC+ 
TORIANA, necnon Donati quaedam, eum Indice Locupletiſſimo. Recenſuit, 
notiſque auxit, & Diſſertationem de mettis comieis adjecit FRANCISCUS 
HARE, 8. T. P. Decanus Wigornienſis, & Regiae Majeſtati à Sarris. 


OEUVRES de Monſieur ROUSSEAU, en Deux Volumes: Reveus 


& Augmentee par l' Autheur. 

OEUVRES de RACINE, en Deux Volumes: Avee de Nouvelles 
Eſtampes. | | 

Les ESSAIS de MICHEL Seigneur de MONTAIGNE. Nouvelle 
Edition, Faire ſuc les plus anciennes & les plus cortectes: augmentée de 
quelques Lettres de PAuteur;z & ou les Paſſages Grecs, Latins, & Italiens, 
ſont traduits plus fidellement, & citez plus exactement que dans aucune des 
Editions precedentes. Avec de courtes Remarques; & de nouveaux Indices 
plus amples & plus utiles que ceux qui ayoient paru juſqu'ici: Par PIERRE 
COSTE, 

La GIERUSALEMME LIBERATA di TORQUATO TASSO: Con 
le Figure di Bernardo Caſtelli, e le Annotationi di Scipio Gentili e di Giulio 
Guaſtavini. Aggiuatovi la Vita dell' Autore ſcrirta da Gio, Battiſta Manſo, 
Marcheſe di Villa. E la Tavola delle Rime; con altte Agginute, e Cor- 
rertioni, In Due Volumi. 

A, very Fine Edition of the BEGGAR's OPERA, (Written by the late 
Me. GA,) with the Oveiture in Score, and all the reft of the Mafick 


Complete with the Baſſes, curiouſly Engrav'd on Copper Plates. 
"a i 6 


Price 28. 6d. 
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1 Lately Publiſp'd, in Odavo, (Price One Shilling.) 
The Second Edition, with large Alterations and Additions, 
beautifully printed, 
Dedicated to Her Highneſs the LADY AUGUSTA. 


+ The LADY's PRECEPTOR: Or, A Letter to a Young Lady of 
Diſtinction upon POLITENESS. Taken from the French of the Abbe 


7 


D' Ancourt, and adapted to the Religion, Cuſtoms, and Manners of the 


Engliſh Nation. By a Gentleman of Cambridge. 

Adorn'd 

With all that Earth or Heav'n could beſtow, 
To make her amiable: —— On ite came, 

Grace was in all her Steps, Heav'n in her Eye, 


In eyety Geſture Dignity and Love. M1LTON. 
5 The Contents. 
Of Politeneſs in general. Of Going to Court, and Courtiers, 
Of Foliteneſs in Religion, and againſt Of Infincerity. Of Friendſhip. 
Superſtition. Of Doing Good Offices. 
Of Devotion. Of Anger and Reſentment. 
Of Behaviour at Church. Of Gentleneſs and Modeſty. 
Of the Duties and Decorums of Civil| Of Keeping and Imparting Secrets. 
Life. Of Receiving and Paying Viſits. 
Of Behaviour to our Superiors. Of Egotiſm. 
Of Converſation. , Of the Imitation of others. 
Of Complaiſance. | Of Compliments and Ceremony, 
Of Flattery and Servility. Of Asking Queſtions. 
Of Appearing Ablent in Company. Of Talking before Servants. 
Of Contradiction. Of Behaviour towards rude young 
Of Calumny and DetraQion. Fellows. 
Of Vain-Glory. Of Prejudice. Of Ridicule. Of Politicks. 
Of being too Inquiſitive. Of Truſting to Appearances and Re- 
Of Whiſpering and Laughing in Com- * a 
any. | Of Hope and Belief. 
of Applauding and Cenſuring People] Of Idleneſs. = 
- raſthly. | Of Appearing often in Publick Places. 
Of Mimicking others. | Of Houſwifry. 
Of being Blind to what gives us} Of Frugality and Covetoufneſs. 
Offence. | Of the Learning proper to a young 
Of Gallantry from the Men. i Lady. 
Of Friendſhip with Men. Of Letter-Writing. 
Of Love. Of Matrimony. | Of the Choice and Entertainment of 
Of Duty to Parents. Books. 
Of Pride and Condeſcenſion. Of Dreſs. Of Behaviour at Table. 
Of T cue and Falſe Nobility. | Of Behaviour at Aſlemblies, Operas, 
Of Self-Conceit and Love of Vanity.} and Plays. 
Of Humility and Pride. Of Gaming. Of Self. Converſation. 
Of Affectation. Jof Good nature and Charity. 


SERMONS upon ſeveral Practical Subjects. By the late Reverend 


EDWARD LITTLETON, L. L. D. Fellow of Eton-College, and Vicar of 
Maplederham, Oxon; and Chaplain in Ordinary to His late Majeſty, In 
two Volumes. The Second Edition. Fad 1 © 

The MIRACLES Of JESUS VINDICATED. In Four Parts. 


Part 1. containing, The Proofs of JESUS's RESURRECTION 
Rated, and the Objections to it anſwer'd. 


Part II. containing, A Defence of the Literal Story of J ESUS*s diiving 
the BUYERS and SELLERS out of the TEMPLE; and Suffering the 
DEVILS to enter into the Herd of SWINE, | 


Pait 


Part III. containing, A Defence of the Literal Story of JES U $'s cauſing 
the BARREN FIG-TREE to Wither away, and His turning the WA- 
TER into WINE. | 

Part Iv. containing, A Defence of the Literal Story of JESUS$'s healing 
the INFIRM MAN atthe POOLof BETHESDA; and his healing 
the PARALYTICK, who was let down thro' the ROOF. The Fourth 


Edition. Price 18. 6d. | | 
A REPLY to the LETTER to Dr. WATER LAND, ſetting forth 


the many Falſhoods both in the Quotations and the Hiſtorical Facts, by 


which the Letter-Writer endeayours to weaken the Authority of Moſes. 
The Second Edition. 

A REPLY to the DEFENCE of the LETTER to Dr. WATER- 
— By the Author of the RPELY to the LETTER. The Second 
Edition. 

REFLECTIONS on the LETTER to Dr. WATERLAND, and the DE- 
FENCE of it. 


The HISTORY of our Lord and Saviour JESUS CHRIST, In three Parts. 
With ſuitable Meditations and Prayers. Alſo the LIVES of the Holy 


APOSTLES and EVANGELISTS. To which is prefix*d the LIFE of the 
Bleſſed Virgin MARY, Mother of our LORD. By William Reading, M. A. 
Keeper of the Library at Sion-College : Revis'd and Corrected by the Author. 
I TheSCRIPTURE DOCTRINE of the CHRISTIAN HIERARCHY : 
In which are ſome Remarks concerning the Doctrine of Remiſſion of Sins. 
SCRIPTURE POLITICS: Being a View of the OriginaP Conſtitution, 
and Subſequent Revolutions, in the Government Religious and Civil, of t 
trople, out of whom the Saviour of the World was to ariſe: A 
contained in the Bible. By Samuel Croxall, D. D. Arch-Deacon 
in the Dioceſe of Hereford. | 
An ENQUIRY into the Force of the Obje&ion made againſt the 
KESURRECTION of CHRIST, from the Circumſtance of his not appearing, 
openly to the Rulers and People of the Jews after he roſe from the Dead. 
herein what Mr. Woolſton offers on that Head in his Sixth Diſcourſe is 
particularly conſider' d. | | 
BUCEKII NOVUM TESTAMENTUM. Grace. 
DIONYSII LONGINI de SUBLIMITATE COMMEN- 
TARIUS, quem nova Verſione donavit, Notis illuſtravit, & partim Manu- 
criptorum ope, partim conjecturã emendavit ZACHARIAS PEARCE, S. r. P. 
Regiz Majeſtati a Sacris Domeſticis, &c. 
C. JULII CEASARIS quz extant, Recognita & Cortecta. Acceſl 
unt Annotationes Samuelis Clarke, S. T. P. | 


The THIRD EDITION, Corrected, 
Curiouſly Printed in Four Volumes in Octavo, 


, 


PLATES, Engrav'd by G. Vandergucht. 


The GENERAL HISTORY of CHINA, CHINESE TARTARY, 

OREA and THIBET, done from the Celebrated Work of the PERE 

VU HALDE; in which are compris'd all the Authentick Accounts formerly 

ubliſh'd by Father LEWIS LE COMTE, and Others, concerning that Empize. 
By R. BROOKES, A. M. Rector of Aſhney in Northampronſhire. 

In this Work ate included a great many Tranſlations and curious Extracts 


agedy, with the entertaining Travels and Adventures of ſeyeral of the 
(uit Miſſionaries, and others in thoſe Countries. | 


liorn'd with Large MAPS, and a great Variety of COPPER-. 


Chineſe Books upon moſt of the Arts and Sciences, and an entire Chineſe - 
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The THIRD EDITION 


„ A Genuine HISTORY of NADIR-CHA, Preſent Shah or Em- 
peror of Ferſia, formerly call'd THAMAS KOULI-KAN. With 2 
Particular Account of his Conqueſt of the MOG VU L's Country. Together 


with ſeyeral Letters between Nadir-Cha and the great Mogul, and from 
Nadit-Cha to his Son, The whole tranſlated from an Original Perſian 


Manuſcript procured abroad by the Honourable JOHN ALBERT SE CH» 


TERMAN, Preſident of the Dutch Factoty at Bengal, by his Order done 


ino Dutch, and tranſmitted here. With an Introduction by the Editor, 
containing a Deſcription and compendious 8 of Pertia and 1gdia, 
Price ts. 6d. 

HIPPOCRATES upon Air, Water, 4 Situation; upon Epidemical 
Diſeaſes; and upon Prognoſticks, in Acute Caſes eſpecially, To this is 
added (by way of Compariſon) Thucydides's Account of the Plague af 
Athens. The whole tranſlated, methodis'd, and illuftrated with uſeful and 
explanatory Notes. By FRANCIS CLIFTON, M. D. Phyſician to His 
Royal Highneſs the Prince of Wales, Fellow of the College of Phyſicians, 
and of the Royal Society. 

Mr. GAY*'s Fifty One NEW FABLES in Verſe, (Invented for 
the Amuſement of His Highneſs WILLIAM Duke of Cumberland); With 
Fifty One Cuts, Deſign'd by Mr. Kent and Mr. Wotton, and Engraved 
by Mr. Baron, Mr. Vandergutcht, and Mr. Fourdrinier. The Fifth Edition. 

The MUSICAL MISCELLAN Y : Being a Collection of CHOICE 
SONGS and LYRICK POEMS. Set to MUSICK by the moſt 
eminent MASTERS, With the BASSES to each Tune, and Tranſpos'd fot 
the FLUTE. la Six Volumes, 


DRAMATICK PIECES, which may be bound up in One Volume, 
or may be had fingle. 
Written by 4 GENTLEMAN / Wadham- College. 


The Humouts of Oxford. | Joſeph, and his Brethren 3 a Sacred 
The Mother-in-Law; or, The Doctor Drama, 
the Diſeaſe. Art and Nature. 
The Man of Taſte. The Coffee-Houſe. 
The Univerſal Paſſion. An Hoſpital for Fools, 
| 


Mahomet, the Impoſtor, 
DRAMATICK PIECES, which may be bound up in Two Volumes, 
or may be had fingle. 

Written | by HENRY FIELDING, E: 


Love in ſeveral Maſques. The Author's Farce; and, The Plea- 
The Inttiguing Chambetmaid. ſures ot the Town. 

The Miſer. The Letter-Writersz or, a New Way 
The Modern Husband, to keepa Wife at Home. 

Ihe Lottery. The Tragedy of Tragedies; or, Tom 


An Old Man 5 71 Wiſdom; or, The Thumb the Great. 
Virgin Unmas The Covent Garden Tragedy. 
The Univerſal Gallant ; or, The Paſquin 3 a Dramatick Satire on the 
Different Husban?s. Times. 
Don Quixote in England. Tae Mock Doctor; or, Tow” Dumb 
The Coffee-Honſe Politician 3 or, The Lady Cur'd. 
Juſtice caught in his own Trap. The Hiſtotical Regiſter. | 
The Temple Beau. Tumble-down Dick; or, Phaeton in the 
Tke Old Debauchees. Suds, DRAMA- 
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The Provok'd Husband. Written by | The Tunes to the Songs in the Beggar's 


the late Sir J. Vanbrugh and C. 
Cibber, Eſq; 
Love in a Riddle. By C. Cibber, Eſq; 
h and Phillida, By C. Cibber, 
The Modid Couple. By Charles 
Bodens, Eſgq; 
The Independent Patriot; or, Muſical 
Folly. By Fran. Lynch. 

The Corniſh Squire. Done from the 
French by the late Sit J. Vanbrugh. 
Timon in Love; or, the Innocent 

Theft. 

The Lover. By Mr. Theophilus Cibber, 
Comedian. 

The Diſſembled Wanton; or, My Son, 
get Money. By Mr. Welſted. 

The Widow bewitch d. 

King Charles the fitſt. By Mr Havard. 

The Tragedy of Zara. By A. Hill, Eſq; 

Czlia; or, the Perjur'd Lover. 

Periander, King of Corinth. By John ? 
Tracy, Eſq; : 

The Fatal Extravagance. 

Bickerftaff s Unbuned Dead. 

The Virgin Queen. By Rich. Barford, 

Timoleon By Benjamin Martyn, Eſq; 

The Parricide ; or, Innocence in Diſ- 
treſs. By Mr. Shirley. | 

The Fate of Villany, 

The Beggar's Opera, Oftayo. By 


Opera. Single. 
Double Falſhood ; or, the Diſtreſt 


Lovers. By W. Shakeſpeat. 
Scanderibeg. By Mr. Havard. 
Achilles. By Mr. Gay. 

Britons Strike Home; or the Sailors 

Rehearſal, By Mr. Phillips, 

Trick for Trick. By Mr. Fabian. 

The Livery Rake, and Country Laſs. 
The Boarding-School. 

The Devil to Pay ; or, The Wives 

Metamorphos'd. | 
The Merry Cobler; or, The Second 

Parr of the Devil to Pay. | 
The Highland-Fair 3 or, Union of the 

Clans. By Mr. Mitchell, 

The Jovial Crew. | 

The Village Opera. By Mr. Johnſon- 

The Lover's Opera. By Mr. Chet- 
wood. 

Momus turn'd Fabulift ; or, Vulcan's 

Wedding. 

The Faſhionable Lady; or, Harle- 
quin's Opera. By Mr. Ralph. 

Patie and Peggy 3 or, The Fair Found - 
ling. 

The Lover his own Rival, By Mr. 

Langford. 

The Chamber- Maid. 
The Quaker's Opera, / 
Kobin Hood. # 


Mr. Gay. | The Generous Free Maſon, 


Inn Db UO DE CIM O. "HER 


Lately Publiſid, very matly Printed, in Ten Volumes, With 4 
Frontiſpiece to each Comedy. 


The WORKS of MOLIERE Complete in French and Engliſh, Being 
a very proper PRESENT to all young Gentlemen and Ladies at Boarding- 
Schools, &c. as not only of the higheſt Uſe and Inſtruction to thoſe who 
learn the French Language, but likewiſe the moſt Innocent and Entertaining 
Amuſement to others, | 

The Original Text, from which this Tranſlation was done, is taken from 
the late Grand Paris Edition Publiſh'd by that Learned Editor Mr. LA 
SERRE in Six Volumes, Quarto, and fold at the Price of Six Guineas. An 
Edition ſo ſuperior to any of the former, that it has given quite a new Face 
to the Author. | 

Dr. CROXALL's FABLES of KSO and OTHERS, newly done 
into Engliſh. With an Application to each Fable, IIluſtrated with 197 Cuts. 

| garrit aniles | 
| Ex re Fabellas Hor, 

The FAIR CIR CASSIAN, A Dramatic Performance. Done from the 
Original by a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford. To whieh are added feyeral 
Occalional Poems by the ſame Author. The Fif:h Edition.” 

LETTERS of ABELARD and HELOISE, To which: is prefix d a par- 
ticular Account of their Lives, Amours, and Misfonunes, extracted chiefly 
from Monſieur BAYLE. Tranſlated from the French, by the late JOHN 
HUGHES, Eſq; The Seventh Edition, 
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A SELECT COLLECTION of NOVELS and HISTO- 
RIES. In Six Volumes. Written by the moſt Celebrated Authors in ſeveral 


Languages. Many of which never appear'd in Engliſh, before. All New 
Tranſlated and Compiled from the moſt Authentick Originals, Uluſtrated 


with Cuts. The Second Edition. 


V OL. I. Containing 

An Extract of Monſieur Huet's Diſ- 
courſe concerning the Original 
of Romances. 

ZAYDE. 

The Marriage of Belphegor. 

The Adventures of Meleſithon, 

The jealous Eftremaduran, 

The Hiſtory and Fall of the Lady 
Jane Grey. | 

The Adventures on the Black Moun- 
tains. 

v OL. II. Containing 


* The Princeſs of Cleves. 


The Fair Maid of the Inn. 
The Force of Friendſhip. 
Charon : or, The Ferry-Boat, 
The Hiſtory of the Captive. 
VOL. III. Contains 
Don Carlos. 
The Hiſtory of Count Belflor and 
Leonora de Ceſpedes. | 
The Curious Impertinent. 
The Hiſtory of Jane Shore. 
The Prevalence of Blood. Fat 
The Liberal Lover. 
The Bes iful Turk. 


; 


The TRAVELS and ADVENTURES of JAMES MASSEY. 


BW: VOL. IV; Containing 


The Happy Slave. \ 

The Rival Ladies. 

The Loves of King Henry II, and 
Fair Roſamond. 

The Innocent Adultery. 

The Hiſtory of the Conſpiracy of the 
Spaniards againſt the Republick of 
Venice. 

VOL. V. Containing 

The Little Gypſy. 

Ethelinda. 

The Amour of Count ralviano and 
Eleonora. 


a 


| The Unhappy Favourite; or the Fall of 


Robert Earl of Eſſex. 
| Scanderbeg the Great. 
VOL. VI. Containing 


of Lucca. ” 
Loves of Oſmin and Daraxa. 
The Spaniſ Lady of England. 
The Lady Cornelia. 
The Hiſtory of Maſſanielo. 
The Falſe Ducheſs. 
Memoirs of the Impriſonment and 


| Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 
Written 


originally in French by Monſieur Bayle in Concert with Dr. Tindal and 
Mr, Collings. The Second Edition. Being a Political, Critical, and Theo- 
logical Satire, interſperſed with many Entertaining Incidents, Witty Dia- 


logues, and ſudicious Reflexions upon Trade and Commerce, as well as upon 


moſt of the Arts and Sciences. 


The VOYAGESand ADVENTURES of CAPTAIN ROBERT 
BOTLE, in ſeveral Parts of the World. Intefmix'd with the Story of 


Mrs, Villars, 
from Barbary; 
Pedro Aquilin, &c. 


an Engliſh Lady with whom he made his ſurprizing Eſcape 
The Hiſtory of an Italian Captive; and the Life of Den 
Full of various and amazing Turns of Fortune. To 


which is added, The Voyage, Shipwreck, and Miraculous Preſervation of 


Richard Caſtelman, Geut. 
the Country of Penſilvania. 


With a Deſeription of the City of Philadelphia, and 


The VOYAGES, TRAVELS, and ADVENTURES of William Owen Gwin 
Vaughan, Eſq; With the Hiſtory of his Brother Jonathan Vaughan, Six 
Years a Slave in Tunis, Intermix'd with the Hiſtories of Clerimont, Maria, 


| Eleanora, and Others. Full of various Turns of Fortune. In two Vols. 


The WORKS of ANACREON, tranſlated into Engliſh Verſe; 


with NOTES Explanatory and Poetical. 
Fragments, and Epigrams of S AP PH O. 


. 


To which are added the Odes, 


Les 


The Life of Caſtruccio Caſtracani 
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Francois de Salignac de la Motte Fenelon, Pxecepteur de Meſſeigneurs, les 


Enfans de France, & depuis Archeyeque Duc de Cambrai, Prince du ſains. 


Empire, &e. Nouvelle Edition conforme au Manuſcript original. Aves les 

Remarques pour Peclairciſſement de cet Ouvrage. * 
The WORKS of PETRONIUS ARBITER, in Proſe and Verſe. Tranſlated 

from the Original Latin. To which are prefix*d the Life of fetronius, done 


from the Latin: And a Character of his Writings by M. St. Evremont. 


Fuft Pubhiſh'd, the Second Edition, Beautifully printed in One J. „ 
in Tavelves, Illuſtrated with 133 Curious CUTS, taken originally 
from the Life: Placed at the HEAD of each Chapter, | 


The ART of ANGLING, ROCK and SEA-FISHING, with the Natural 
Hiſtory of RIVER, POND and SEA-FISH : Containing an accurate De- 
ſcription of their Size, Shape, Colour, Properties, Feeding, Seaſons, Times 
of Spawning and Haunts; as alſo an Account of all the Fiſheries of 
Europe, and the uſual Methods of Curing the ſeveral Sorts of Fiſh for 


Tranſportation into foreign Parts, To which are added a Diſcourſe on Fiſh- 


Ponds, a Deſcription'of the Riſe and Progreſs of the noted Rivers in all the 
Counties of England, with the remarkable Towns they paſs by, and the 
Kinds of Fiſh they contain; alſo an Account of the Navigation of the River 
Thames, aud the Locks that are built thereon, with a Table of Prices the 
Barges pay, and ſeveral neceſſary Cautions te Anglers and Fiſhermen :; With 
a Complete Index, © 1 

OEMs on SEVERAL OCCASIONS. With ſome SELECT ESSAYSin Proſe. 
In Two Volumes. By JOHN HUGHES, Eſq; Adorn'd with Sculptures, 

The Siege of Damaſcus. A Tragedy, By John Hughes, Efq; / 

Athaliah. A Tragedy. Tranſlated from the French of Monſieur Racine, 
By William Duncombe. The Second Edition. 

Sic Walter Raleigh. A Tragedy. By Dr. Sewell. 

The Apparition, or Sham- Wedding, A Comedy. 

The Fatal Secret. | 

King Henry the Fifth; or the Conqueſt of France by the Engliſh, A 
Tragedy. By Aaron Hill, Eſqz 


* 


Love makes a Manz; or, The Fop's Fortune, A Comedy. By Colley 


Cibber, Eſq; | | 8 
She Wou'd and She Wou'd Not, A Comedy. By Colley Cibber, Eſq; 
The Heroick Daughter. A Tragedy, By Colley Cibber, Eſq; 
The Refuſal. A Comedy. By Cvlley Cibbet, Eſq; 
The Tragical Hiſtory of Richard rhe Third. By Colley Cibber, Eſqz 


Very uſeful for SCHOOLS, 


Lately PubliſÞ'd by Mr. Mattaire, Curiouſly and Correcth Printed 
in Duodecimo, the following Books, viz. 
NOVUM TESTAMENTUM, Grace. 
SOPHOCLIS Tragœdiæ ſeptem. 
HOME RI Ilias. 
p. VIX GILII MARON Is Opera. 
Q. HORAT11 FLACCI Opera. 
CATULLIL, TIBULLI, & PROPERTII Opera. 
p. OVIDIL NASONIS Opera. 
PUBLII TERENTII Carthaginienſis Afri Comœdiæ ſex. 
TITILUCRETII CARI de Rerum Natura libri ſex. 
M. AN NAI LUCANI Phatfalia, 
be os | . PHEDRI 


Les AVANTURES de TELE MAUER Fils &'Ulyſſe. pat fenMeſfite- 
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D. UNI JUVEN AIS &, II PERSII Wr Satyr. 


MYWALERII MAR DIALI FEpigrammata, 4 

ORHRISTUS PATIENS:” Rapini carmen Herocum. 5 

MS AN GLic ANA site Poemma quedam melions/Notz, ſet” 
hactenus Inedita, ſeu ſparſim a in duo Voluming congèſtd. In Two 
Volumes. The Fifth Editioh. Fhe ſevetal Pieces contained in the 
Fout former Editions are 3 in This, and a great many more 
Inſerted from the Univerſities upon New and Entettaining subjects. The, 
Whole Revis d by V. Bourne, late Fellow of Trinity-College, Cambridge. | 

T. LIVI11 PATAVINI Hiſtoria. In b vols. 

c. PLINIICXCILII Secundi Epiſtolæ 5 — r * 

GORNELIL NEPOTIsS excellentium knperatorum vita. 

LO tus ANN &US FLOAUS. Cai fo _ a n ter 
memorialis. . 

CALM SALLUSTIL CRISPI AR. 2G * 

VELLEIL PATERCY LI: Eiſtoriæ Romanæ quæ bree, 

Jos T INI Hiſtoriarum ex Trogo Pompeio libri X LIV. 

Q. CURTIUS RUE US+:de.rebus geſtis Alexandri Magni. * 

C., JULIILCASARTS & A. HIRTI I de rebus à C. Julio c- * 
Commentatii: Cum G. Jul. Cæſatis flagmentis. | 


CURSING, SORT Wy. SIP" e excerpts. * 
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